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CHAPTER I. 

THE SUMMONS HOME. 



" This is too hard a nut for me to crack," 
said the young student with a sigh, as he 
closed his parchment volume and looked 
absently out on the Seine, leaning his chin 
on his knuckles. 

In those days the sinuous river wound its 
way, indeed, through Paris, or rather, round 
it ; (for, as we read in the old chronicles, " the 
city was built on a small island in the middle 
of the Seine, encompassed by walls, and con- 
nected with the mainland by a bridge,*') but 
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2 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

its banks were not, as now, studded with gor- 
geous palaces, smiling gardens, stately man- 
sions, parks, squares, and promenades, swarm- 
ing with gay and light-hearted idlei^ and 
loungers ; the town consisted of poor hovels and 
buildings, whose construction displayed less 
of taste and beauty than of strength. Yet even 
at that time it was of importance, on account 
of its university — ^the first university that ever 
existed — ^whither the noble and talented youths 
of that and other countries were sent to study 
and complete their education. One of the 
chief buildings of the place was the Church of 
St. Germain des Pr^z, which had originally 
been built by Childebert the First, son of 
Clovis, at the request of St. Germain him- 
self, on the site of a temple dedicated to 
the heathen goddess Isis, and containing the 
bones of several of the Frankish kings and 
their queens ; as Childebert, the founder, and 
his wife, Ultrogote, Chilperic and Fredegonde, 
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THE SUMMONS HOME. 3 

Clotaire and Bertrude, Childeric and Bili- 
childe. There was also the Church of Notre 
Dame, the first Christian church erected in 
Paris, on the foundations of which the present 
beautiful cathedral was raised two or three 
centuries later. 

Presently, a bell chimed forth from one of 
the towers, and the sound seemed to awaken 
the youth from his reverie. " I will go seek 
my tutor," exclaimed he, rousing himself, " his 
clear explanations wiU quickly throw light on 
the obscure passage; and yet nay," and he 
passed his hand across his well-developed 
brow, "why be dependent on the wits of 
another ? I would fain solve the difficulty for 
myself; maybe a stroll in the open air this 
balmy morning will clear my intellects; I 
believe this unintermitted study tells ill on 
both body and mind :" and the student arose, 
and girding on his sword, which, in a fanciful 
mood, he had christened " Joyeuse," after that 
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4 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

of Charlemagne, but which, unlike its name- 
sake, had never been stained with the blood 
of either friend or foe, he sallied forth and 
mingled in the motley crowd of wayfarers 
passing to and fro by the river side. 

The young student appeared to be about 
twenty years of age, slender yet athletic in 
person, with a clear brown skin, raven black 
hair, and a full dark eye. His appearance 
owed little to his dress, which was, neverthe- 
less, that of a gentleman, consisting of what 
Froissart calls a cote-hardie of embroidered 
leather, with leggings of the same, a furred 
cap with small feather, short cloak, and 
his stout sword girt to his side by a broad 
belt 

As he passed along, still wrapped in per* 
plexed thought, he noted little of what was 
going on around him, till he was suddenly 
accosted by a young man about his own age 
and rank, who came up to him and cheerfully 
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said, " I have a new cast of hawks ; come and 
see them." 

The other shook his head. " I am minded 
quite otherwise," replied he. 

" You are pining for your fair betrothed on 
the Lake of AnneQy." 

" On the contrary, I never think of her, and 
care not if I ever see her again." 

*' Can that be possible ? " cried his friend 
in surprise, winding an arm within his, and 
leading him towards a more sequestered spot. 
" They say the Lady Marguerite is wondrous 
fair, rich, and high-bom, learned withal, and 
of good conditions." 

" All this, and twenty times more," replied 
the other, " she may be, and possibly is ; and 
yet I care not for her." 

" Ah ! how comes that ? " inquired his friend 
musingly. " Some other fair one — " 

''Do your speculations all take one direc- 
tion?" 

b2 
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6 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

" You do not desire to marry ?" 

" I do not." 

"You prefer Uberty?" 

" I prefer duty." 

His companion slightly raised his eye- 
brows. " Your parents wish you to remain 
single?" 

" On the contrary, they are bent on this 
match, which they have meditated ever since 
we played together as children." 

" Ay ! then it seems to me that duty bids 
you marry." 

" Ah, there may be a higher duty still." 

"To whom?" 

« To God." 

The young Frenchman gave him a quick 
look, and paused. He was not disposed to 
deny the assertion, for he was, as times went, 
a good Catholic. The idea of sacrificing any 
very easily attained advantage or pleasure for 
the sake of duty, however, was foreign to his 
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THE SUMMONS HOME. 7 

mind, and he thought his young friend, Bernard 
de Menthon, rather eccentric. 

They argued the point a little, in a general 
way, without coming to any conclusion; for 
Bernard, though highly cultivated for the period 
in which he lived, his rank and age, was not a 
deep logician, hut somewhat entangled in the 
hair-splitting subtilties of the schools ; while 
his companion, Claude de Lorme, was no 
arguer at all, and contented himself with ham- 
mering on the fact that a pretty girl and a 
pretty estate ought not to go begging, espe- 
cially when filial obedience was concerned, till 
he thought he had fastened it as securely as a 
door nail. 

Bernard cared not to prolong the argument 
on a subject so distasteful to his feelings ; and 
his silence tended to confirm his friend in his 
opinion of the satisfactory result of his words. 
In this belief, therefore, he presently added, 
^* So now come home and dine with me, and 
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8 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

we will drink to the fair one's health together, 
and to the rekindling of your mutual loYes/' 

Again Bernard shook his head, but he did 
not decline his light-hearted friend's invita- 
tion. 

In those days men dined at ten o'clock 
before noon. A man and his wife ate off the 
same plate. Knives and forks were unknown 
— ^they carved with their daggers — ^there were 
not more than one or two dnnking-cups in a 
house. To our ideas, then, the board to which 
the Sieur de Lorme welcomed his friend De 
Menthon, would have had a rude and uncouth 
aspect: not so, however, to those who sat at 
it; they knew no greater refinement, and there- 
fore did not feel the want of it. A superficial 
observer would have said that Bernard had 
forgotten his troubles, whatever they might be, 
whilst listening to his friend's jokes, and par- 
taking of his good cheer; but his merriment 
was but forced, and as soon as the laws of 
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THE SUMMONS HOME. 9 

good breeding would permit, he bade his jovial 
companion adieu, reflecting how empty were 
the pleasures and gaieties of the world, and 
longing for something sounder and truer with 
which to satisfy the cravings of his soul. 

It had long since dawned upon him that he 
was bom to accomplish a nobler end than that 
to which his parents destined him, which was, to 
wed the proud and beautiful Lady Marguerite, 
and thereby unite the high and ancient families 
of De Miolans and De Menthon. There was a 
time, indeed, when this had been the height of 
his own ambition, the purpose of his life, and 
the spring of all his actions. From his earliest 
infancy he had been taught to look upon Mar- 
guerite as his future bride ; and although as a 
boy he had had much to endure from the ca- 
prices of his indulged and somewhat overbear- 
ing little playmate, as a youth he forgot the 
petty tyranny of the child in the growing love- 
liness and modest graces of the girl ; and before 
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10 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

he left his home for what was then considered 
the far-off University of Paris, his increasing 
attachment had warmed into a love which he 
fondly hoped to be, and which his parents and 
those of the fair Marguerite did the utmost to 
render, reciprocal. 

What then had wrought so great a change 
in his views and ideas? His tutor, a good 
and pious man, had discerned in his serious 
thinking pupil qualities which he thought 
might more fittingly be devoted to promoting 
the glory of God, than simply to furthering the 
worldly and ambitious schemes of two noble 
families. He had, then, directed the young 
man's thoughts to the Church, and persuaded 
him to pursue a course of study that would 
qualify him eventually to become a priest. 
This need not, indeed, have hindered Bernard's 
marrying, for the law of celibacy was not im- 
posed upon the clergy until many years later ; 
but he felt a growing desire to devote himself 
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entirely to what he now longed to make his 
vocation, and day by day he felt his love for 
Marguerite wax colder, while his heart warmed 
to his studies, and found satisfaction only in 
his religious pursuits. 

As he reached his lodging, still occupied 
with such thoughts as these, how unwelcome 
was the surprise there awaiting him, in the 
person of a messenger arrived to summon 
him home, for what purpose he but too well 
divined ! The moment which, when he had 
first quitted the side of his fair betrothed, had 
to his impatient longing appeared but the ter- 
mination of a period little short of eternity, 
was now near at hand, almost within his 
grasp ; and how gladly would he have deferred 
it, have shunned it altogether ! So perverse, 
so impatient of anything savouring of compul- 
sion, is human nature, that the more unavoid- 
able- the thing appeared, the more obnoxious 
did it become to his feelings. 
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His tutor, the pious Germain, was no less 
grieved than himself; but what was to be 
done ? the parental summons must be obeyed, 
and that forthwith. It was a comfort to Ber- 
nard that the good man was to make the 
journey with him ; he even hoped that his 
pleading with his parents might be of avail in 
gaining their consent to his following the bent 
of his inclinations. 

When the young student went to take a sad 
leave of his Mend Claude de Lorme, the latter 
told him that he was sincerely sorry to lose so 
true a comrade, but added, " that to him it was 
an enigma how a man could wear so long a 
face who was about to exchange the dull uni- 
versity for the romantic scenery of the Alps 
and the valleys of Savoy and Piedmont, the 
pedantry of the schools for the sweet wooing 
of his mistress." 

Bernard laughed at his friend's eloquence, 
on the only subject on which he ever cared to 
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exercise it ; and replying in the same strain, 
"Farewell," cried he ; " take care of thine own 
heart, and may that for which thou shalt one 
day exchange it, prove worthy of its price ! " 

On the morrow, Bernard, Germain, and 
Etienne, the faithful domestic, quitted Paris, 
and bent their steps southwards. It was a long 
and wearisome journey ; where now flourish 
towns and cities, were then dense forest tracts, 
peopled with wolves and boars ; where the 
traveller now passes through smiling vine- 
yards, he then found sterile, or, at least, 
unfruitful wastes. Added to this, there were 
no public conveyances, and they were obliged 
to perform the whole journey on horseback. 
To Bernard, indeed, this slow method of pro- 
ceeding was not unwelcome, he would will- 
ingly have prolonged it still more ; but, at 
length, they came within view of the Alps, 
and, much as he dreaded reaching home, his 
mountaineers heart still bounded with joy 
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14 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

at the sight. His shout of delight, as they 
suddenly hurst upon him, was the first tone of 
pleasure the old domestic had heard &om his 
lips since they set out ; and on perceiving the 
cause, he turned with a fervent ejaculation to 
Germain. " The Lord be thanked," said he. 
' The sight of his native hills makes him 
himself again ! 'Twas but a yearning home 
sickness after all, and now his melancholy 
will pass away." 

Germain heard the remark in silence. 
Knowing, as he did, the true cause of his 
pupil's sadness, and being no child of the 
mountains himself, he could not comprehend 
the youth's feelings at the sight of the vast 
chain of snow-clad hills glowing in the light of 
the evening sun, which at every step they took 
stood more clearly forth from the horizon, and 
he felt at a loss to account for the increasing 
buoyancy of his spirits. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE TUTOR DISMISSED. 

In a rude stone hall, with windows glazed 
in small compartments with horn, sat the 
Sieur de Menthon, busily engaged in mending 
a fishing-rod. He was a man scarcely beyond 
the meridian of life, but looking older than 
he really was, for though his beard and 
moustache were black, the hair of his head 
was grizzled, and worn off his temples by fre- 
quent contact with the iron headpiece, whose 
pressure they well knew. He was dressed in 
weeds of peace — that is to say, a long gown of 
homespun cloth, with leathern girdle, leathern 
buskins, and a cloth hood or cap; of linen, 
there was little or none visible. Near him 
crouched a dog, a noble animal of Spanish 
breed, brought from the Pyrenees by a former 
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16 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

comrade in arms, and presented to his son 
Bernard a short time before he quitted home 
for the University of Paris. The creature 
was gnawing a bone that some one had pro- 
bably thrown under the table at supper, for 
they had supped at four, which we may con- 
sider equivalent to our dinner, though the 
hour was not too early for their evening meal, 
since they retired to bed almost as soon as 
the sun went down. We must remember that, 
in those days, candles of wax and tallow were 
not known, or, at least, not out of England 
(for here, we find that King Alfred had already 
invented his curious method of computing 
time by the divisions of a burning taper), and 
that, unless where oil was used, as in the 
churches, their usual inconvenient mode of 
procuring artificial light was by a blazing 
torch held aloft by the outstretched arm of 
a domestic, or, at best, stuck into a hole in 
the wall. 
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Near one of the horn windows, opened to 
admit light and air, sat Dame Bemoline, the 
Sieur's wife, a woman apparently about forty- 
five years of age. She also was dressed in a 
garment of homespun cloth, reaching from 
throat to foot, wondrous scanty, but with wide 
long sleeves. A little bit of white was visible 
round her neck. On her bosom rested a 
cross of gold, and a rosary depended from 
her waist. Her hair was almost entirely con- 
cealed beneath a cloth cap. At her feet sat a 
little flaxen-headed girl of three or four, at 
play, attempting from time to time to entice 
the dog from his bone ; but he took no further 
notice of her endeavours than by a good- 
tempered but admonitory growl, and continued 
gnawing. This little girl was what artists 
call the light of the picture. 

The good Dame's attention being attracted 
to the animal, and wandering perhaps in 
thought from the favourite to his master, she 

c2 
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18 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

presently observed, " Our dear Bernard must 
soon be home — ^Etienne has been long gone." 

" The moon was at the full the night he 
left," returned the Sieur, "and has been at 
the full again since he departed, and now she 
is in the second quarter ; it must be at least 
six weeks/* 

But Dame Bemoline had many a little do- 
mestic era in her mind, by which she could 
more exactly compute the time since the old 
servant's departure on his important mission ; 
and she began in her own methodical way to 
reckon up the periods step by step to her 
husband. " Etienne has been gone," said she, 
"just five weeks and three days, for I mind 
well 'twas the very day he left that the new 
swineherd, the careless knave! came in the 
evening from the forest to report with a woe- 
begone countenance that the sow and three 
of her young ones had strayed; and they 
were searched after for days, till, at the end 
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THE TUTOR DISMISSED. 19 

of a week, you remember, the holy pahaaer 
came driving them hither before him, and we 
gave him a bountiful alms and kept him with 
us three days, and on leaving he promised in 
gratitude to repeat a daily Paternoster for the 
weal of us and ours for the space of four 
weeks. I kept careful account of the days, 
hoping that the holy man's prayers might last 
at least imtil our son was safely arrived ; but 
this very day the four weeks are completed, 
and the lad is not yet here." 

"You are right,"^ said the Sieur, after pa- 
tiently hearing her out; "he ought to be 
here by this time ; they must have travelled 
slowly, or, maybe, they did not quit Paris im- 
mediately. Etienne may have needed rest." 

"Please Heaven they have met with no 
accident by the way, nor fallen in with 
some fierce pagan band» At best, it will 
have been a wearisome journey to them 
all. "We must give the lad time to recruit 
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« 
himself ere we carry him to the Chateau de 

Miolans." 

" When once here, he will forget his fatigues 
^ in his impatience to see his betrothed, I trow; 
and she, too, will he fondly looking out for 
our arrival." 

"Do you attach no importance to what I 
told you the noble lady, her mother, hinted to 
me the last time we met ? " 

" I do not. They were but suspicions, she 
allowed, and the only foundation there could 
possibly be for them is that Marguerite is 
young and gay, and not more insensible to 
flattery than others of her age; but only let 
Bernard be once more at her side, and you 
will see how little reality there was in your 
fears." 

"Nevertheless, I am glad we have sum- 
moned the lad home, for who can tell but — " 

At this moment the dog roused himself 
suddenly from his crouching posture, pricked 
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his ears, moved slowly towards the window, 
snuffing the floor, stood still for a moment, 
and then began to bark violently. 

"Down, Jago!" "What is it, good fel- 
low?" "Quiet, sirrah!" were the alternate 
admonitions of the Sieur and his wife; but 
Jago heeded them not. The sound of horses' 
hoofs was heard, and three horsemen appeared 
in sight, slowly wending their way from the 
shores of the lake up the moimtain recess, on 
the delicious slopes of which the Chateau de 
Menthon stood. The noble animal cleared 
the window at a bound, and the next minute 
was seen caressing one of the riders with the 
wildest expressions of recognition and delight, 
now running swiftly round and round his 
steed, now on this side, then on that, endea- 
vouring to leap to the saddle. 

"*Tis he, 'tis our son!" cried Dame Ber- 
noline, rising from her seat as she spoke, and 
gently waving her distaff from the window, 
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that the flaxen mass attached to it might be 
agitated by the evening breeze, and catch the 
eye of the approaching traveller. "Come, 
husband, let us go forth to receive him ! And 
thou, too, Hildegonde, thou must welcome 
thine uncle, my child." 

And the Sieur and his lady sallied deli* 
berately forth, not arm in arm, but hand in 
hand, while their domestics marshalled them- 
selves in the gateway. 

It was a joyous little company that returned 
to the old dining-hall after the first glad wel- 
come had been given and received at the 
castle gate. The warm-hearted impulsive 
old couple, whose temperament spoke them 
more nearly allied to their neighbours on the 
Italian side than on the Swiss, were hearty 
in their manner to all; but on Bernard, the 
Benjamin of the family, so long separated 
from them, and now restored to them, the 
centre, too, of their most cherished hopes, 
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they lavished caresses and fond words without 
end. 

Bernard, on his side, sincerely reciprocating 
his parents' affection, forgot in the bliss of the 
meeting his secret anxiety as to the cause of 
it, and gave himself up to the full enjoyment 
of that sense of unrestricted freedom and 
familiar intercourse, which he only knows 
how to appreciate who, after long sojourning 
amongst strangers, returns to his own land 
and his own kin. 

The huge oaken table was hastily and plen- 
tifully covered with food, and the travellers 
were urged to partake of it with the most 
pressing cordiality. 

Alas ! one little word was to break the spell 
of this short-lived happiness. Dame Bemo- 
line spoke of Marguerite. Little guessing 
that the young girl no longer occupied a place 
in her son's heart, she thought that bashful- 
ness alone deterred him from mentioning her. 



Digit 



zed by Google 



24 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

A deep flush glowed on the youth's brow at 
the name, but it arose not from a thrill of 
pleasure ; it was the token of repugnance and 
rebellion as the thought darted through his 
mind of the possibility of compulsion being 
used, to force him to abandon what he believed 
his higher standard of duty for that which 
had been set up for him. In the tumult of 
his feelings, he was on the point of declaring 
at once that he had renounced his betrothed 
for ever — that he would never marry, lest it 
should hinder his entire self-devotion to the 
service of God; but before he could give 
utterance to the words, his courage failed him, 
and he felt that this, at least, was not the 
moment in which he could dash his parents' 
fond hopes to the ground. Turning the con- 
versation as he best could, he endeavoured 
for a short time to speak calmly of indif- 
ferent matters ; but the effort proved too much, 
and, declaring himself overcome by fatigue. 
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he begged permission to seek his chamber, 
kneeling, ere he went, to receive his parents' 
blessing. 

Germain alone knew what had been passing 
in his pupil's mind; he had watched him, 
and rightly interpreted the varying expression 
of his countenance; he therefore considered 
it his duty, both for the youth's sake and that 
of his parents, to explain to the latter the 
change that had taken place in their son's 
laews and feelings. 

Their amazement and indignation at what 
they heard was vented with as much heat 
and hasty passion in their reproaches of 
him in whom they now saw their plans 
wrecked, as they had before shown tender- 
ness and warmth of affection in their recep- 
tion of him. 

'* This comes," said Dame Bemoline, in 
high dudgeon, '* of indulging the lad's absurd 
craving after learning — ^learning ! when all the 
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knowledge he needed was, how to woo and 
win his mistress." 

"Ay," added her husband, giving the tutor 
a withering glance, " and of intrusting him to 
the care of a false Frenchman, who — ," 

Here Germain interposed; he would have 
calmed them ; he reminded them that, as 
good Catholics, they should be thankful rather 
than otherwise for the holy choice their son 
had made, and that to endeavour to deter 
him from it for the sake of worldly consi- 
derations, would be in the highest degree 
sinful. But his words were but as oil upon the 
raging fire ; the oflFended couple became more 
and more excited: they taxed him with having 
drawn away their son from his natural obe- 
dience to his parents — with having enticed 
him to rebel, and to set at nought their wishes. 
They declared that so long as he remained in 
the chateau the youth should hold no more 
intercourse with him, and intimated their re- 
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solution that so soon as he should be rested 
from the fatigues of his journey, he should 
take his departure for ever. 

The old man received his harsh sentence 
with a tear in his eye ; but he was sorrowing 
less for himself than for his youthful pupil, 
whom he saw himself thus constrained to leave 
to combat alone with the trials and tempta- 
tions in store for him. 

When Bernard met his parents the following 
morning, their altered manner convinced him 
instantly that his secret was known to them, 
nor were they slow to confirm his conviction 
in words. They informed him of what had 
passed between Germain and themselves the 
previous evening, and that they had forbidden 
the old man further intercourse with him — 
that he was, in fact, to depart forthwith from 
the chateau, adding that they judged him to 
be less in fault than his tutor, and that when 
freed from his influence, they trusted he would 
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forget the foolish notions with which he had 
apparently heen imhued, and return to his 
sense of love and duty. 

"We intend," continued they, "to carry you 
forthwith to the Ch&teau de Miolans; there 
at the side of your intended hride, under 
the influence of her charms and of her 
sweet and noble disposition, you will not 
fail to feel that flame rekindle, which will 
enable you, not only dutifully but rejoicingly, 
to fulfil the contract which dates from your 
birth." 

Bernard replied that this only tended to 
strengthen him in his desire to avoid a meet- 
ing with her whom he had renounced for the 
service of God. He entreated his parents for 
the love they bore him to give up all thoughts 
of a union so opposed to his inclinations, and 
to suffer him to pursue the course which his 
heart told him was pointed out for him by 
Heaven itself. 
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His parents replied angrily, " That it was 
Satan who was tempting him by maldng him 
look on his own perverted desires as the 
decrees of Heaven ; that they were his natural 
guardians, set over him by God, by whom also 
he was commanded to honour and obey them, 
and that the Divine curse would be his portion 
should he act otherwise." 

The poor youth knew not what to reply ; he 
would willingly have reconciled his apparent 
duty with that which he conceived to be so 
with the most unhesitating faith ; he ventured 
to reason with his parents, and when his argu- 
ments were of no avail, he had recourse once 
more to tears and entreaties — all in vain ; at 
length he gave in, his silence was taken for 
acquiescence, and a day was fixed for the de- 
parture to the Chftteau de Miolans. Bernard, 
in the meantime, betook himself to prayer as 
his only refuge — prayer to be supported in his 
constancy, rather than for light on his path. 

d2 
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He did not again see the single-minded old 
Germain, who was forced sorrowfully to quit 
the chateau, without affording him one word of 
comfort or encouragement, or giving him one 
sympathising embrace. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

THE WEDDINa-DAY FIXED. 

On the same day that this painful scene took 
place between Bernard and his parents, a mes- 
senger was despatched to the Chateau de 
Miolans to announce the projected visit of the 
De Menthon family ; and on the morrow, ere 
the setting sun had gilded the western shores 
of the lake, the Sieur, his wife, and son 
anived at the castle gates to be received by 
their expectant host and hostess with the live- 
liest expressions of joy. 

Marguerite, it is true, was less demonstra- 
tive than her parents; but Dame Bemoline 
thought, as she fondly returned her future 
daughter-in-law's embrace, that she had never 
seen her look more lovely, nor more deserving 
of her appellation " of the fair Marguerite." 
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This thought was not unshared. As the 
young girl hlushingly extended her hand for 
the kiss of her betrothed, Bernard .suffered 
his eyes for one moment to rest upon her 
ingenuous countenance, and then for the first 
time did he feel in its full force the severity 
of the temptation to which he was exposed, in 
being thus brought in contact with one so noble 
and so beautiful. At the same moment a pang 
shot through his tender and sensitive heart; 
for hasty as his glance had been, it had served 
to reveal to him that the wonted joyous ex- 
pression of the maiden's eye was subdued, 
that a shade of melancholy had settled on her 
brow, which belied the smile that played 
around her lips. ^' She has languished for me 
in my absence," said he to himself; ''and I, 
hard-hearted monster that I am, would aban- 
don her for ever ! " And now another bewilder- 
ing thought arose to increase the conflict in 
his bosom — was he at liberty to involve the 
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happiness of another in order to fulfil what 
appeared to be his duty ? 

Poor Bernard ! his situation was a difficult 
one ; and he had not yet learned to place that 
implicit childlike trust and confidence] in his 
Heavenly Father which would have enabled 
him to distinguish the high road of duty from 
the intricate by-paths of apparent necessity, 
inclination, or time-serving policy. He knew, 
indeed, how to pray, and did so ; but he 
was like a person who, after enlisting the 
services of another to effect that which he 
himself cannot accomplish, still obstinately 
persists in his own fruitless efforts ; for after 
seeking the Divine Guidance, instead of faith- 
fully watching the course of circumstances, and 
determining to the best of his power to act 
accordingly, he still allowed himself to be 
torn this way and that by harassing doubts 
and reasonings. 

Day after day passed on ; the wedding-day 
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was fixed, and his despair was at its height ; 
for he was still undecided whether he should 
submit to his impending doom, or avert it by 
adopting the only means that lay in his power, 
namely, flight ! 

On the eve of the dreaded day, in a state 
of painful agitation, he quitted the ch&teau, 
and wandered down to the borders of the lake, 
towards a secluded spot overgrown with trees 
and shrubs in full leaf, and carpeted with 
bright and fragrant flowers, where in former 
years he and Marguerite had woven many a 
chaplet together, and sung in unison many a 
plaintive ditty to the rippling accompaniment 
of the waves. Not far from hence stood a 
small chapel dedicated to the Virgin ; and with 
the purpose of seeking the calm he needed 
within its hallowed precincts, Bernard directed 
his steps towards it. On approaching the 
entrance, however, he involuntarily started 
back as the stillness of the place was broken 
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by the sound of a stifled sob. " Some poor 
fellow-sufferer is at the shrine before me,'* 
thought he to himseK; "I will not disturb 
whoever it may be." Another sob, and then a 
voice burst forth into passionate prayer. The 
tones were subdued, but audible amidst the 
perfect silence that reigned around. Bernard 
stood transfixed. The voice ceased, and the 
spell that bound him to the spot was broken 
— ^he rushed wildly away. 

A sharp pang as of a poisoned arrow had 
darted through his soul. Was the tempter 
come in yet another form to goad his perplexed 
spirit ? Alas ! he had indeed felt the sting of 
jealousy, but as soon as felt the pain was gone, 
and another and a better feeling arose to heal 
the wound. His eyes were opened, and he 
saw that a great difficulty was removed from 
his path. From Marguerite's own lips he had 
heard that she loved him not ! He had heard 
her pray that, if possible, some Divine inter- 
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position might even now at the last hour 
prevent her being united with him, and that 
a way might be opened for the union she in 
secret desired. For a moment he was stunned 
by what he heard; but it was not per- 
mitted him long to ponder on it, for all other 
thoughts gave place to the one idea that now 
forcibly took possession of his mind — ^he must 
fly ! In so doing he would not merely be fol- 
lowing his own inclinations ; but he might 
restore peace and happiness to the heart of 
her whom he felt but too well he could have 
lived and died for, had not a love of a higher 
order found its way into his bosom. 

Filled with these thoughts, he reached the 
castle ; and desiring an attendant to excuse 
him to his parents aud their hosts, as he 
wished to pass this evening in solitary medi- 
tation, he sought his chamber. Throwing 
himself upon his knees, he besought, in the 
jiame of his patron saint, St. Nicolas de Myra, 
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that if the step he was about to take were 
in accordance with the will of Heaven, some 
token of the Divine approbation might be 
granted him. 

For several hours did he thus lie prostrate 
in earnest prayer, which still received no 
manifest answer. Night had long closed in, 
his chamber was in perfect darkness, and not 
a sound was heard throughout the castle. *' 
most holy St. Nicolas ; " exclaimed the excited 
youth at length, raising his head, and throwing 
up his hands, " or will you not intercede for 
me, or is your intercession of no avail ? " As 
he uttered these words, a gleam of soft light 
suddenly penetrated the gloom, and playing 
upon the white surface of a small marble tablet, 
which was let into the opposite wall, revealed 
a representation of the Flight into Egypt. 
The illumination lasted but an instant, and 
all was again dark. 

" Oh, I thank you, most glorious patron. 
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you have heard me ! Thanks be to God for 
this token I '* were the words that now broke 
on the stiUness of the night ; and once more 
bowing his head, in silent prayerful gratitude 
for what he took to be the miraculous signal 
granted him, Bernard rose from his knees, 
and looked forth from the lattice. The moon 
was not visible, not a star twinkled in the 
firmament ; but of this he took no heed, other- 
wise than to reflect that the darkness would 
serve to screen his flight, for he was so well 
acquainted with every portion of the country for 
some miles around, that he might safely have 
pursued his way blindfold. The distance from 
the window to the ground was not considerable, 
though somewhat great for a leap ; he deter- 
mined to risk it ; and calling once more on 
God and St. Nicolas for aid, was preparing 
to spring, when he suddenly recollected that 
he might at least soothe his parents' anger 
and distress at his untimely disappearance by 
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leaving some word of explanation to account 
for it ; and turning from the casement he drew 
an ink-horn from his pocket, and wrote on 
the parchment cover of a volume that lay on 
the table the following words : — 

**I have witnessed a miracle this night, and in leaving 
you obey the call of Heaven. Farewell 1 " 

Just as he had finished, a slight movement 
outside his chamber door made the blood rush 
to his heart ; but quickly recovering himself, 
he murmured, " Jago, my brave fellow, I had 
well nigh forgotten thee, and thou mayst prove 
of the utmost service to me now.*' He softly 
opened the door, and the animal bounded in. 

" Now, in the name of God and St. Nicolas ! " 
ejaculated the youth, as he took his stand on the 
outer stone-work of the casement and once more 
prepared for his perilous leap. He sprang, and 
fell heavily to the ground, but the turf was 
mossy and elastic ; it gave beneath the pres- 
sure of his body, and he arose unhurt. An 
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almost inaudible whistle brought his faithful dog 
to his side. There was now no time to be lost, 
it wanted but two or three hours of daybreak, 
and a breeze had sprung up, which had already 
begun to disperse and waft away the yeil of 
clouds which had until now obscured the 
heavens; except for the single instant when 
a momentary break in them had revealed the 
bright full moon, and allowed its rays to enter 
obliquely the narrow casement of Bernard's 
chamber, and thus to illumine the marble 
tablet in a manner that to the excited youth 
appeared miraculous. 

Without staying to reflect whither he was 
going, or what to do, he turned his face east- 
ward, anxious only to gain the hills under 
cover of the night, well assured that in the 
daytime he could elude pursuit, should it be 
attempted, by lurking in the forests and hidden 
recesses of the mountains. 

Active and nimble of foot as he was, and 
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rendered insensible to fatigae by agitation, 
he travelled many miles before daybreak ; and 
then, and not till then, did he allow himself 
and his faithful companion to halt for a 
brief space, and take breath ere they renewed 
their journey with increased speed and 
vigour. 

In the meantime Bernard's disappearance 
from the ch&teau became known, and created 
fearful excitement amongst its inmates. Mar- 
guerite's parents vowed vengeance on the fickle 
faithless youth ; the Sieur stormed and raved, 
and swore to disinherit him; whilst Dame 
Bemoline could do naught but wring her 
hands, and weep torrents of tears. 

Marguerite alone appeared calm and un- 
moved. She was as one stupefied, and regarded 
what she heard as but a dream from which 
she dreaded to awake. Not until after mes- 
sengers had been despatched in every direc- 
tioui in order, if possible, to overtake the 
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fugitive^ was the explanatory writing on the 
parchment volume discovered. It was almost 
illegible^ as may be supposed, having been 
penned, as it was, in trembling haste and 
total darkness. At length, however, it was 
deciphered ; and the mysterious words struck 
awe into the hearts of the readers, who, 
pious Catholics as they were, began to fear 
lest their purpose had indeed been displeas- 
ing in the eye of Providence, since by its 
immediate intervention it had been thwarted. 
At the same time a ray of joy lit up Mar- 
guerite's countenance, *'for," thought she, 
** surely Heaven is propitious to my secret 
wishes, and has wrought this miracle in 
answer to my prayer ! " 

Another than Bernard had found favour in 
the young girl's eyes, and won her heart from 
her early betrothed, the playmate and con- 
stant companion of her youth. Up to the 
time when the latter left home for the Uni- 
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versity of Paris, Marguerite had led a life of 
almost total seclusion, knowing and wishing 
for no other society than that of her parents 
and their old friends and nearest neighbours, 
the De Menthons. She had been taught to 
look on her future union with Bernard as a 
thing of course, and it had never occurred to 
her to exercise a voice either one way or the 
other in the matter. But this state of things 
was not to last. One day a visitor arrived 
at the castle, who was destined to disturb for 
many a long year her happiness and peace of 
mind. That visitor was a distant cousin of 
her own, now on his way, for the first time, 
to join the army, and try his success in mili- 
tary feats of daring. He was a brave and 
noble-hearted youth, but without rank, and 
portionless. With a jealous eye the old count 
and countess noticed his undisguised admi- 
ration of their daughter ; and when in a luckless 
moment he dared to declare to them that he 
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loved her, they spumed him from them, and 
banished him the castle. 

Then it was that Marguerite discovered that 
her heart was no longer free, that it belonged 
to another than to him on whom her hand 
was to be bestowed ; and though she confessed 
it not in words, her looks betrayed enough to 
excite the suspicions of her parents, and to 
convince them of the expedience of Bernard's 
immediate return; hence, then, the youth's 
hasty and unexpected summons from the 
University. 
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A NIGHT ON THE MOUNTAINS. 

On and on the young fugitive travelled, and 
more than once did he turn with overflowing 
eyes and swelling heart to bid with saddened 
looks a last adieu to the home of his child- 
hood, the dwelling-place of those he so fondly 
loved, from whom nevertheless a deep sense of 
duty called upon him to sever himself. 

Once and again night had fallen without 
interrupting his flight; but the dawn of the 
third morning revealed to him a landscape 
strange and unfamiliar to his sight. In the 
darkness he had wandered from the path he 
had intended to take, and but for the snow- 
capped hills on the horizon, whose peaks be- 
came visible as the rising sun chased the 
clouds from their rosy summits, he would have 
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been at a loss to know in what direction he 
had strayed. Taking these as his landmark, 
he steered his course to the south-east, tra- 
velling as nearly as possible in a direct line, 
but frequently making unintentional detours 
from ignorance of the roads and country, or 
misapprehension of the directions given him 
by the peasants. 

To these he was now wholly indebted for 
his subsistence ; and his only place of shelter 
was a nook or cavern on the mountains, unless 
when he obtained leave to enjoy a few hours' 
slumber in some shepherd's or goatherd's hut, 
whence he would depart in the morning as 
soon as it was light, carrying with him his 
host's parting gift — ^the best he had to offer 
— of a piece of goats' milk cheese, and a 
morsel of hard coarse bread. 

Often was this his only fare throughout the 
day, and this he divided with his dog. At 
other times he sought to satisfy his hunger 
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with herbs, or with the berries that he found 
in the forests, or, when he was able to dis- 
cover them, with edible roots. 

He had as yet formed no plans for the 
future ; his whole thoughts and soul had been 
intent on eluding pursuit ; but no sooner did 
he feel himself safe from this, than he began 
to reflect on the final object of his flight. He 
had abandoned his relatives in order to devote 
himself to the entire service of God; he de- 
sired to become a priest. But how was this 
to be effected ? Difficulties unthought of and 
insuperable seemed to arise in his path, and 
he experienced in its full force the first agony 
of feeling that he was now alone in the world, 
dependent solely on his own exertions, with 
no judgment but his own to guide him. 

He dared not return to Paris to resume 
his studies in company with his old com- 
rade, Claude, and under the direction of his 
beloved tutor, Germain, for he was persuaded 
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his parents would send thither in quest of 
him, and he knew not otherwise whither to 
direct his steps. At length it occurred to 
him that he had many a time heard the pil- 
grims who had received a night's lodging and 
hospitality at his father's castle, tell of the 
miracles and wonders wrought upon them- 
selves and others in the holy city of Bome, 
and he became filled with a burning desire to 
go thither. " For," thought he, " I will there 
consecrate myself to the service of the Church 
at the shrine of St. Peter himself; and surely 
the same divine power which authorised my 
flight will not fail to find a means for accom- 
plishing the object of it, and thereby enabling 
me to perform my religious vows." 

Strong in this belief and hope, he prepared 
to cross the Alps, utterly immindful of the 
perils of the way, and equally destitute of 
everything that might aid in alleviating or 
surmounting them. 
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One night, in passing through a forest, he 
narrowly escaped with his life from a band of 
desperadoes, who attacked him with the pur- 
pose of robbing him, but who let him go 
when they found he had nothing of value 
about him but a few small coins, which they 
returned to his pockets as not worth their 
retaining. Several times he heard the wolves 
howling around him at dead of night, so close 
that he fancied they must have scented his 
track, and would in another minute rush upon 
him and devour him. But he was exposed 
to yet another danger more imminent still 
than these. 

As he advanced up the mountain the air 
became painfully keen and rarefied ; the snow 
feU heavily, and a sharp cold wind passed 
chillingly over his frame, penetrating every 
pore, and literally freezing the perspiration 
on his brow ; dark gloomy thoughts filled his 
mind, as he reflected on the probability of his 
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being frozen to death on the mountain, or 
buried alive in the snow, which soon became 
so deep as to threaten to obliterate all traces 
of the path he was following, and almost to 
conceal from his view the trusty Jago, who 
with difficulty made his way through the 
soft heavy mass, above which his tail alone 
remained visible. All signs of vegetation dis- 
appeared, except a few lichens on the rocks 
and crags; there was nothing to be seen on 
every side but snow and ice, glaciers, and 
yawning gulfs and chasms, into which at any 
instant a false step might precipitate him; 
nothing to be heard but the roar of torrents, 
or the fall of avalanches, echoing fearfully 
through the mountains. Wherever he gazed 
he seemed to behold large drops of blood; 
he felt an ardent thirst, and a painful dif- 
ficulty of breathing, and at length an irre- 
sistible inclination to sleep crept over him, 
and he was about, like one drunken, to sink 
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down where he stood into the jdelding bed of 
snow, when he was roused by the bark of his 
dog. In another minute Jago made his way 
towards him, laid something at his feet, and 
began to whine. 

Bernard examined what the faithful creature 
had brought, and found it to be a fur cap, pro- 
bably belonging to some unfortunate traveller 
who had been lost in the snow ; he was too 
much overcome with sleep to carry his reflec- 
tions further than this, and was again about to 
sink down to yield to a fatal slumber, when 
he was once more roused to consciousness by 
Jago, who seized him by the clothes, and at- 
tempted to drag him forwards, whining from 
time to time. Bernard made no resistance; 
but suffered himself to be drawn on step by 
step. The forced motion restored circulation 
in some slight degree, and with returning ani- 
mation he began to have a glimmering per- 
ception of what the poor animal desired. 
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Presently his foot struck against something in 
the snow ; he felt about^ and it appeared to be 
a human body nearly buried in a deep drift. 
Meantime the moon had risen, shedding a pale 
dim light on all around, and revealing an 
aperture in a projecting crag, so situated as to 
afford a shelter from the wind and falling snow. 
Into this Bernard conveyed the frozen man, 
and making a violent effort to shake off his 
drowsiness, he prepared to use what means 
lay in his power to recall him to life. The 
face of the unfortunate was nearly black, the 
limbs stiff and rigid, and Bernard almost 
feared that vitality had too long departed to 
be recalled ; however, he loosened the frozen 
garments, rubbed the body with snow, and 
when he fancied he could discern a degree 
of returning warmth, he began to shake and 
even beat the poor man to rouse him from the 
lethargic stupor which, if it lasted, must cer- 
tainly end in death. 
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Hours passed on, and but for the violent 
exertions he was making, which kept up the 
circulation of his blood, Bernard must him- 
self have perished with cold, and have died 
the death from which he was endeavouring to 
rescue his companion ; but his deed of virtue 
literally brought with it its own reward. 

On unbuttoning the stranger's coat he had 
perceived a small stone bottle slung to his 
side, and it now struck him that it might con- 
tain wine or some such restorative ; therefore 
he opened it, and after taking some himself, 
forced a little between the other's teeth ; this 
he repeated at intervals, still continuing the 
friction of the members, until at length the 
man opened his eyes. Bernard's delight was 
great, but the other looked alarmed, and made 
a movement with his arm, as if searching for 
something. 

" My pack ! " he murmured anxiously, but 
was unable to utter more. Bernard again 
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moistened his lips with some of the cordial, 
and leaning over him, bade him be reassured^ 
for that he was a friend, and would not leave 
him till he was perfectly restored and able ta 
continue his journey. He then explained to 
him how and where he had found him, and 
that he had been for several hours employed 
in recovering him. 

The poor man's surprise and gratitude were 
great ; and by degrees he was able to relate 
to his preserver how he had been attacked by 
desperadoes, (the same probably who had 
fallen upon Bernard,) beaten, and robbed of 
his pack, for he was a pedlar, and that after 
they had let him go, he had crawled on 
as well as he could, until pain had forced 
him to lie down where the dog had found 
him, and where the falling snow must have 
drifted in such a manner as to bury him. 

The storm had now ceased, and a few stray 
flakes alone fell lazily through the air. A 
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glare of light in the east betokened the dawn 
of morning, and presently a streak of red and 
gold appeared along the horizon, reflected in a 
pale pink tint upon the snows of the sur- 
rounding heights, as summit after summit was 
lit up. The path was entirely obliterated, but 
Bernard and the pedlar, Durand, determined 
to push forwards, trusting to the dog's saga- 
city to lead them aright 

More than once they stumbled over the 
blackened remains of poor travellers who had 
perished apparently alone and unaided on the 
mountain ; and Bernard's sensation of horror 
at the sight was still further increased by 
the dismal stories Durand related to him of 
the dangers of the pass ; how that Mends of 
his own who, like himself, gained their liveli- 
hood by travelling to and fro with their wares, 
had been lost and never heard of more ; 
how travellers had been overwhelmed by 
avalanches, or had wandered from the path 



Digit 



zed by Google 



66 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

and fallen into crevasses, or been dashed to 
pieces against the sides of fearful preci- 
pices. 

Bernard listened horror-struck to these 
tales, and he felt as though he could never 
forget what he had seen and heard. " Might 
not," observed he, at length — " might not some- 
thing be done — could not poles be erected to 
point out the road, and huts to shelter such 
as are forced to brave the dangers of the pass ? 
Ah ! " pursued he, " on this desolate spot, this 
centre, as it were, of the warring elements, 
how happily might one live, secluded from the 
world but not from God, in a dwelling raised 
by one's own labour and industry for the hos- 
pitable reception of exhausted wayfarers ! The 
beauties of summer, and the cheerful warmth 
of the sun, are indeed blessings which it would 
be hard to forego ; but what a sun of holy 
happiness would beam upon the heart of him 
who should thus devote himself to the service 
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of his Maker in doing good to his fellow- 
creatures ! " 

" A monastery did exist here once," pre- 
sently resumed the pedlar, who, like most of 
his order, was well acquainted with all the 
local facts and traditions connected with the 
spots he was accustomed to traverse, "founded, 
'tis said, by Charlemagne, after a successful 
passage of his army over the mountain ; but 
'twas destroyed again by the pagans.*' 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE VAL D* AOSTA. 

At this moment a loud unearthly crack made 
both men start and change colour ; it was fol- 
lowed by a tremendous ripping crashing roar, 
loud as thunder, and the ice trembled beneath 
their feet. " A crevasse !" exclaimed the ped- 
lar; and turning round, they beheld the 
icy surface they had not long since been 
traversing rend asunder before their eyes, the 
fearful gap running rapidly to right and left for 
several hundred yards. It was some moments 
before Bernard could speak; at length he 
ejaculated, " Praised be the merciful God who 
has spared us." ^' Amen," said the other, 
crossing himself. 

At length, after many detours, plunging up 
and down amongst snow-drifts, crags, and 
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blocks of ice, they came upon a track that was 
familiar to the pedlar, and he led the way 
along the borders of a little lake, the deep dark 
waters of which looked inky black contrasted 
with the pure white of its snow-covered banks : 
pointing to a narrow open plain on one side, he 
observed, " There stood a temple to the pagan 
god, Jove, whence the mountain has its name 
of Mont Joux, they say ; though it has for 
nearly two centuries gone as often by the name 
of Mont Bernard, since Charlemagne's uncle, 
80 called, led his army over the pass to assist 
the pope against some rebellious prince. But 
'twas, as I say, formerly dedicated to the wor- 
ship of Jove, and even now there are some who 
look on the spot as hallowed. I doubt not 
but many of those wild barbarians, such as 
fell on you and me yesternight, resort to this 
site to pray for the blessing of their heathenish 
deity on their savage undertakings." 

** In the heart of a Christian countr}' ! *' 
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sighed Bernard ; " and those very men, with a 
knowledge of the true God, and love of Him 
instilled into their hearts, might be made 
useful members of society. How dearly should 
I love, had I but some one to counsel and 
assist me in the enterprise, to become their 
apostle, and travel up and down these wild 
regions, teaching and preaching the gospel to 
whoever would hear me I " 

The pedlar listened in amazement to what 
he considered his companion's over-romantic 
talk, and vainly puzzled his brains to make 
out who and what he could be. That he was 
a youth of condition he was convinced from 
his manner and bearing, but more than that 
he was imable to determine. 

" Whither are you bound, Sieur ? '' at length 
he abruptly asked. 

" For Bome," replied Bernard. 

" On a pilgrimage ? " continued the other, 
dubiously. 
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" To the shrine of St. Peter," replied Ber- 
nard: 

" To fulfil a vow, or to ask a boon ? " again 
inquired his interrogator. 

"To do both," said Bernard. « I wiU teU 
you, my friend," continued he. "I have 
already sworn in my heart to become a priest, 
a servant of God ; and since my own relatives 
refuse me any assistance, and even oppose my 
inclinations, I am going to offer my vow at 
St. Peter s shrine, and crave his support in the 
accomplishment of it." 

" Why not come with me to Aosta, and pay 
your vows at our noted shrine ? " exclaimed 
the pedlar. *' Many a prayer offered at it has 
found acceptance; and, more than that, I 
could introduce you to the archdeacon of the 
cathedral, the venerable Pierre de la Yal d' 
Is^re — a charitable, holy man — maybe he 
would take an interest in your story, and find 
some way to help you." 
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"Do you know the archdeacon?" asked 
Bernard, 

"I supply his household with my wares," 
returned the pedlar ; " and the greater part 
of the contents of the pack that those ruffians 
carried off last night were destined for him ; 
had they been for any other, I should be 
undone, but he is too kind-hearted and mer- 
ciful to permit me to be a sufferer by the loss." 

This, and much more that the pedlar said, 
tending to prove the benevolent character of 
the venerable Pierre, caused a gleam of de- 
lighted hope to enliven Bernard's heart, as 
he wonderingly mused within himself on the 
possibility of his soul's desire being ultimately 
fulfilled through means of the humble stranger, 
whose life perhaps it had been permitted him 
to save for this very purpose. 

At length he determined that he would at 
least go on to Aosta and seek an interview 
with the worthy father, soliciting his advice as 
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to his future proceedings; and with this un- 
derstanding the pedlar and he trudged on their 
difficult way together, mutually glad that they 
were still to be companions. 

Leaving the lake behind them, the scene 
opened out into a grassy basin, from which 
the recently fallen snow was as yet but par- 
tially melted ; and following a rough uneven 
foot-track, they began to descend to the plain 
below. Before them rose a pile of majestic 
mountains, the tops glittering red and golden 
in the rays of the rising sun ; the air became 
sensibly warmer, and bright-coloured Alpine 
flowers began to open their tender petals, 
enameling with every hue the patches of turf 
on which they trod, whilst gay and gorgeous 
butterflies flitted above and around them on 
every side. 

As Bernard, in his joy at finding himself 
once more in the region of flowers, stopped 
to gather a handful of the deep blue gentian. 
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white ranunculus, sulphur-coloured anemone, 
and pale forget-me-not, he thought with some- 
thing like a sigh of the happy days when he 
had gathered such in his native valley, by the 
side of her whom he had then loved and 
looked on as his bride ; and suddenly casting 
the bright blossoms away, he hastened to fol- 
low his companion. 

The larch and pine, which they had at first 
found thinly scattered in groups, now appeared 
congregated in forests ; and they were glad 
to enter their shade for shelter from the sun's 
rays, which became increasingly powerful. 
Ere long their course was stemmed by a 
swollen torrent, which flowed across their path, 
and the fording of which threatened to occa- 
sion them some difficulty. However, with 
the help of stout sticks on which they steadied 
themselves, they managed to step from stone 
to stone across its rocky bed, and thus to gain 
the other side. 
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They were now entering upon a delicious 
fertile country ; their way lay through a nar- 
rowing glen, carpeted with the softest turf, 
and overshadowed by noble forest trees — ^tall 
pines and ancient larches, whose perfume, 
drawn out by the heat of the sun, was fragrant 
as that of cedar. Some lay prostrate, torn 
up by the roots; others were brown and 
scathed, telling of the ravages of winter winds 
and storms. The opposite side of the glen 
was a rugged hill, strewn with green-tinted 
rocks, variegated with orange and yellow 
lichens, and stained with dark patches, out 
of which burst foaming cascades, that dashed 
hurriedly down, sparkling and splashing, into 
the mountain stream below. 

Bernard and the pedlar had been walking 
for many hours without food or nourishment 
of any kind, except such as they had found in 
the remainder of the cordial in the bottle 
slung at the latter's side, and a crust of hard 
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bread that he had discovered in one of his 
pockets; they were both therefore heartily 
glad to linger and make a meal of the luscious 
berries — raspberries, strawberries, goose- 
berries, bilberries, and bright scarlet barberries, 
that grew along their path in rich and ripe 
profusion. 

After satisfying their hunger, and slaking 
their thirst with the water of the stream, they 
seated themselves against a moss-grown rock, 
beneath the shade of a spreading chestnut, 
and gave themselves up to repose. The pedlar 
was soon in a deep slumber; and Bernard 
sat watching by his side, absently following 
with his eyes the rapid movements of the 
lizards, as they now basked in the sun, now 
darted swiftly in and out from beneath the 
stones, dry leaves, and ferns; or gazing 
dreamily into the far distance, where were 
revealed to him, through an opening in the 
forest, lofty ranges of purple mountains. 
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tinged with soft violet and roseate hues. 
Soon, however, he too was overpowered hy 
the heat, and fell asleep ; and side hy side 
the two strange fellow-wanderers slept for 
several hours as soundly and sweetly as if 
their resting-place had been a bed of down. 

The sun was already low in the heavens 
when Bernard awoke, and, on opening his 
eyes, perceived that his companion was no 
longer near him. Starting up and looking 
around, he saw the pedlar coming towards him 
from a little distance, carrying an armful of 
berry-laden branches. 

" You have slept well, conu-ade," said he, 
approaching, " and I trust are now prepared 
to push on; we shall still reach Aosta by 
moon-light, I hope : a night on the moun- 
tains, followed by a day s march with no better 
support than a few berries, is tough work ; 
however, as the fruit is better than nothing, 
I have gathered a supply to beguile the way 
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with f and so saying, he tendered the haM of 
what he had to Bernard. 

Ee&eshed and invigorated with their long 
rest, they pursued their way once more along 
the glen, till it presently opened out into a wide 
valley, bathed in a rich haze of ruddy light 
as the rays of the setting sun streamed across 
it ; the distance formed by deep-hued ranges 
of mountains, with sharply defined glacier- 
peaks beyond. 

" The Val d' Aosta ! " exclaimed the pedlar 
enthusiastically, pausing to give his compa- 
nion time to take in the beauty of the scene 
—"my native Val!" 

" And you have reason to be proud of it," 
rejoined Bernard, as he gazed around on the 
luxuriant though wild fertility, and thought 
how much might be made of such a country, 
when it should one day become fully peopled. 
Already, indeed, where it was inhabited and 
cultivated, how rich appeared the returns of 
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the soil for the labour bestowed upon it — ^in 
the loaded vineyards, the heavy crops of com, 
and extensive fields of hemp ! 

When at length they approached Aosta, 
the ancient city of Augustus, the moon had 
arisen, and her pale rays lit up portions 
of the old Boman walls that enclosed its 
quadrangular site, whilst continual flashes of 
brilliant lightning, from a dark pile of clouds 
in the west, shed from time to time a fitful 
light on such objects as otherwise still lay 
in shade. 

Amongst the most conspicuous of these 
was the triumphal arch standing without the 
city, called the Arch of Augustus, because it 
had been raised to commemorate that em- 
peror's final conquest of the Lalassi, who, 
taking advantage of their mountain fastnesses, 
had longer than any other of the Ligurian 
tribes set at defiance the Boman legions. 

As the pedlar related this and other histo- 
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rical or traditional facts relative to the place, 
they entered the city itself. The streets 
were thronged with people enjojdng the cool 
evening air, which resounded with their voices, 
mingled with the never-ceasing chirp of the 
crickets and grasshoppers in the gardens and 
on the walls. Threading his way through 
the crowds, the pedlar led Bernard up and 
down some narrow quiet alleys, past the old 
Boman theatre and the cathedral, till they 
came to an ancient-looking stone house — 
here he stopped. 

"This," whispered he to Bernard, "is 
Father Kerre's residence. As I have told 
you, he is a benevolent man, and often shel- 
ters houseless wanderers. I shall introduce 
you to him as an unfortunate traveller, who, 
after having been attacked by desperadoes 
and losing your way on the Alps, discovered 
me almost frozen to death in a snow-drift, and 
charitably used your successful exertions to 
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restore me ; and for the rest, you must make 
the best of your own story." Without wait- 
ing for Bernard's reply, he hammered loudly 
for admission; and a porter, with a flaring 
torch in his hand, immediately appeared. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

marguerite's trials. 

Weeks and months passed on, and no news 
of Bernard reached the ch&teau. His sor- 
rowing parents, impressed with a feeling of 
religious awe on account of the miracle that 
in their superstitious belief had apparently 
not only justified but commanded their son's 
flight, had at first refrained from following 
or sending in search of him; but at length 
they could endure the suspense no longer, 
and declared that they niust at least know 
where he was, and whether he were alive or 
dead. To this purpose the faithful tltienne, 
who grieved for his young lord's disappear- 
ance almost as much as his parents could 
do, once more undertook the arduous journey 
to Paris, hoping either to find him at the 
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university, or to obtain some news respecting 
his movements from his friends, Germain 
and Claude. 

The old servant carried with him a mi- 
niature portrait, the usual mode of recogni- 
tion in those days, and showing it wherever 
he stopped, and to all he met on the road, 
demanded if they had seen its original, but 
in vain. 

The surprise of young De Lorme and the 
tutor was great when they beheld Etienne, 
and their grief no less when they learnt the 
cause of his appearance. They assured him 
that Bernard had not returned to Paris, but 
beyond that they could tell nothing of him. 
Germain suggested that he had probably 
sought refuge from the world and his parents' 
importunities in some secluded monastery. 

This thought had in fact already occurred 
to the Sieur and his wife ; and when Etienne 
returned without news of their son, the idea 
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ripened into certainty, and they felt that 
they must endeavour to resign themselves 
to the sad reflection that he was at least 
dead to them, and that they must now look 
on the little Hildegonde as the prop of their 
old age, and their only heir. 

The child was a daughter of a distant rela- 
tion of the Sieur*s. When still an infant 
she had lost both her parents; and he and 
his wife, having no daughter of their own, 
had adopted her, teaching her to call them 
her grandparents, and their son Bernard her 
uncle. 

Marguerite loved the little creature, and 
was never weary of having her for a play- 
fellow ; whilst Hildegonde, with a child's 
quick instinct, knowing where fhe was wel- 
come, was seldom happier than when with 
Marguerite. These happy days, however, were 
now at an end for her, for Bernard's flight 
had occasioned a breach between the families, 
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which put a stop to that Mendly intercourse 
and interchange of yisits which for years had 
been their wont. 

When it became known that the youthful 
lady's betrothal with Bernard was disannulled, 
suitors for her hand presented themselves 
from various quarters, and for the most part 
of such rank and wealth as to meet even 
the approbation of the fietstidious and aspir- 
ing De Miolans and his wife, who importuned 
their daughter to make a speedy choice of 
one of the several noble and gallant youths 
who wooed her, an alliance with whom would 
add to the honour of their house. But Mar- 
guerite was proof against persuasion, and at 
length declared reluctantly and with hesita- 
tion that she was resolved to bestow her 
hand on none other than the Chevalier 
Aleranne, to whom her heart already be- 
longed. 

'' That,** cried her father, in wrathful ex- 
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citement, "you shall never do. I will con- 
fine you in a convent first, and force you to 
be a consecrated nun, thus ensuring your 
not marrying, as well after my death as 
during my lifetime." 

This was a threat that Marguerite had long 
dreaded. Her father was a firm, decided man, 
who seldom swerved firom what he said ; and 
now that it was once uttered, she scarcely 
dared to hope that it would not be put in 
execution ; however, whilst he lingered, think- 
ing, maybe, that the threat alone would have 
the desired effect, and that she would alter 
her determination, an event happened that 
strangely changed both his purpose and 
hers. 

News reached the ch&teau that the cheva- 
lier had fallen in battle, bravely fighting, and 
covered with honourable wounds. 

" He has then at least not disgraced his 
connections," exclaimed the haughty Count 
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to his wife ; " that is well ! and now perhaps 
the maiden will show herself more reason- 
able> and we may give up the convent scheme, 
if only we go to work judiciously.'* 

The sad news was annoimced to Marguerite 
with all due caution and even tenderness, 
and for some time she was suffered, un* 
checked, to give free vent to the bitterness 
of her grief. She adopted an almost nun- 
like attire, and mourned away her days, sit- 
ting at her spinning within her latticed cham- 
ber, and listening to the murmur of the lake, 
or vainly seeking comfort at the shrine in the 
little chapel on its borders, where, on the eve 
of her proposed wedding, she had offered up 
that passionate prayer, which she now found 
was destined to be but partially answered. 

At length, when time had soothed, at least 
to outward appearance, the vehemence of her 
grief, her parents ventured once more to pro- 
pose to her that, Heaven having seen fit to 
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deprive her of the youth of her choice, she 
should now gratify their wishes and obey their 
commands, by accepting one of the many 
suitors, rivalling each other in rank and honour, 
who vied for her hand. 

What then was their disappointment and 
surprise when she replied that she had now 
given up sill thoughts of marrying, and that 
she longed only to be permitted to do what 
they had before threatened she should do by 
compulsion — ^namely, enter a convent ! 

It is impossible to say how it would have 
ended, had not her mother fallen suddenly 
sick and died. In this new and overwhelming 
cause for grief. Marguerite for a time almost 
forgot the old one; added to which, her father's 
spirits were so shattered by the shock he had 
received in the sudden loss of his wife, that 
she felt it her duty to rouse herself in order to 
sustain and cheer him. She no longer thought 
or spoke of taking the veil ; but, on the other 
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hand, she besought her father, with tears in 
her eyes, to give up the notion of her marry- 
ing, and to permit her to remain single, and to 
be his companion and the support of his old 
age. 

The old Count's spirit was broken and 
subdued ; he had not now strength or inclina- 
tion to oppose her; therefore, after a feeble 
remonstrance, setting before her the lonely 
state she would be left in at his death, should 
she persist in her refusal to marry ; to which 
she replied by saying that, "Should God 
deprive her of his protection, she would retire 
from the world, and peacefully end her days a 
member of some pious sisterhood;'* he suffered 
her to dismiss her suitors, and affectionately 
devote herself to him. 

Now it was that the lonely pair experienced 
the true blessing and comfort of old and valued 
friends. When the sick Countess had felt that 
she was dying, she had begged that her old 
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neighbours, the De Menihons, might be sum- 
moned to her bed-side ; and taking in turn the 
hands of the Sieor and his wife, she had united 
them with those of her husband and daughter, 
entreating with her last breath that the old 
friendship which had existed between the two 
families might be renewed, and that no cir- 
cumstance should in future be suffered to 
damp or destroy it. From that moment, the 
breach no longer existed ; indignation on the 
one side, and coldness on the other, vanished 
and were forgotten, to be replaced by the most 
true-hearted sympathy, and all the former 
warmth of affection. 

The little Hildegonde, who had now passed 
the age of infancy, though still but a child, 
and simple and artless as a child should be, 
was, from her constant intercourse with grown 
people, mature beyond her years in under- 
standing and intellect. From being Marguer- 
ite's playfellow, therefore, she became her 
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companion ; and many a sad and weary hour 
did she beguile for the bereaved maiden and 
her father, with her innocent but intelligent 
companionship. 

Week after week were spent by her at the 
ch&teau, and when at length her adopted 
grandparents summoned her home again. 
Marguerite and the old Count would accom- 
pany her, and take up their abode in their 
turn at the Chateau de Menthon ; so that the 
former was seldom deprived of the company of 
her little friend, between whom and herself 
the strongest mutual attachment had sprung 
up. It was as though Marguerite, who, as we 
have seen, was resolved never to marry, had 
transferred all the ardent affection of which 
she was capable to the young girl. 

However, years glided rapidly by, and she 
began to look forward with what she felt was a 
selfish anxiety, to the time when Hildegonde 
should have arrived at a marriageable age« 
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** Then we shall be separated," thought she ; 
" and my fiather will die, and I shall indeed be 

4r 

lonely." The usual termination of such sad 
reflections being, '^Ah, well! I shall then 
seek a home in some secluded convent." 

One morning, when she and Hildegonde were 
sitting alone in the old hall, their elders 
haying been summoned to the castle court to 
yiew two enormous bears that, having ventured 
beyond the limits of the forest to commit 
depredations on some fine fruit trees, had been 
killed the preceding evening, she broke a long 
silence by saying, ** Your grandparents avoid 
speaking of your imcle Bernard in my presence, 
dear Hildegonde, and I likewise refrain from 
mentioning his name to them; but, tell me, 
do they still hope that he may yet be living, or 
do they mourn him as dead ?" 

" Ah ! I can scarcely tell,*' returned Hilde- 
gonde ; " I believe that they do actually mourn 
him as dead, and yet they allow themselves to 
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have a lingeriBg hope that they may some day 
hear of him as aliye. They have said that, were 
it not for me, they would forsake this castle and 
the lovely valley, and wander through the 
world till they should discover, at least some 
trace of his steps, some clue to his retreat, or 
his grave." 

" Poor parents I" said Marguerite. " Since 
death deprived me of my dear mother, I have 
been able to feel for them ; I knew not before 
what it was to lose for ever a beloved relative, 
nor duly felt, perhaps, the duty a child owes a 
parent. As well for my own peace of mind as 
for their sake, I would fain hear that he did 
not perish in escaping from our ch&teau on 
that dismal night, of which you ahready know 
the history, since I myself was the primary 
although unwilling cause of his flight. Did 
you not tell me that they once offered a 
reward to some pilgrims, if they should bring 
news of him from Home ?" 
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"They did," returned Hildegonde; "and 
after months of anxious watching and longing, 
they returned without having been able to 
discover the slightest trace of him. A party 
who followed them, however, and who probably 
had heard of the reward, brought a lame story 
of a young priest named Bernard de Menthon, 
whom they pretended to have seen and spoken 
with, and who had intrusted them with greet- 
ings and kind messages for his parents. At 
their first words my grandmother fainted 
away, and my grandfather, taken for a moment 
by surprise, was almost overcome by joy, and 
began to overwhelm them with questions; 
when their answers but too clearly proved 
the cruel deceit; upon which he forced 
them to make a solemn confession to my 
poor grandmother, lest she should cling to 
the false hopes they had raised. But hush, 
she is coming, and I would not have her 
hear of whom we are speaking, or she will 
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burst into lamentation, as she ever does when 
his name is mentioned; and then follows a 
season of depression which it is painful to wit- 
ness." 

"Hildegonde, my child, art thou there ?*^ 
cried Dame Bemoline, abruptly entering, with 
a smile on her countenance that had of late 
become very unusual; but which had been 
excited by the rough jokes of the domestics 
whom she had just left in the yard congra- 
tulating themselves on the untimely, or, as 
they said, timely feite of poor Bruin and his 
mate, when in the very act of commencing a 
hearty supper on their master's pears. " Hil* 
degonde, thy grandfather is gone down to the 
lake to fish, and desires thou wilt follow him 
thither with a basket and extra tackle ; haste 
thee, my child, and overtake him." 

" The Count and I are going to sit here 
together," continued she, "and talk of old 
times" — and she sighed imperceptibly — " whilst 
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I wind the thread off my spindle : and what 
will the Lady Marguerite do? There is a 
poor wood-cutter up in the forest, Etienne 
tells me, who has wounded himself frightfully 
at his work. I know you are skilled in apply- 
ing dressings and bandages, my daughter, and 
though your patient be this time neither 
gallant knight-errant nor gay cavalier, he will 
be equally grateful for your services, and per- 
haps even more patient under your hands." 

^'Gentie and simple are as one to me, 
dearest mother," returned Marguerite sweetiy, 
''when I can afford assistance or give relief by 
mylittie experience in the healing art; with 
your leave I wiU summon your woman to 
accompany me, and go to the poor fellow 
imjnediately." 

Saying which, she laid aside her embroidery 
and went for her veil. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

AN UNEXPECTED GUEST. 

We are apt to measure time by the number 
and variety of events, interesting to or affecting 
ourselves individually and particularly, that 
happen within any given period. A week 
viewed in retrospect may lengthen out into a 
month or a year for him who in that short 
space has been subjected to circumstances of a 
peculiarly exciting character, whether pleasur- 
able or otherwise ; or who has spent it amid 
scenes, or amongst persons, hitherto unfamiliar 
to him. In like manner a year may seem but 
as a few months to him for whom neither un- 
usual event nor striking incident has marked 
its flight. 'Tis then no wonder, if in the 
midst of their monotonous and unexciting 
occupations — spinning and weaving of house- 
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hold stuffs, or jointly working at some endless 
piece of broderie, quitting their labours only to 
exercise the healing art at the bed-side of some 
sick sufferer, or to tend the wants and wishes 
of their elder relatives — ^the years flew by 
tumoted and unmarked by Marguerite and 
Hildegonde, the difference between whose ages 
insensibly decreased. Whilst the latter had 
already passed from childhood into youth, the 
former was gradually passing from youth into 
maturity. 

About the time that Hildegonde had com- 
pleted her fifteenth year, the health of the old 
Count de Miolans began sensibly to decline, 
and his own and Marguerite's visits to the 
ch&teau consequently became less frequent. 
Still, there were certain festivals, held as high 
days amongst the inmates and retainers of the 
castle, at which they failed not, if possible, to 
be present. Such a one was the wedding- 
day of the Sieur and Dame Bernoline, which 
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the two families had ever been wont to cele- 
brate with great rejoicings, accompanied by 
the rude festivities of the age ; and although, 
since the loss of their beloved son, the old 
couple had themselves felt but little heart for 
such a celebration, they had unselfishly for- 
borne to put down the old custom, and thus 
deprive their people of an extra holiday and 
day of merriment. 

This year, on the eve of the occasion in 
question, Marguerite started with her father 
and their attendants, in the cool of the after- 
noon, for their friends' mansion ; she had not 
seen her beloved Hildegonde for several weeks, 
and a glow of pleasure warmed her affectionate 
heart, as she looked forward to the meeting, 
and pictured to herself the young girl's surprise 
and delight on beholding her, for she had pur- 
posely omitted sending forward a messenger to 
announce the time of their arrival. 

After an intensely hot and sultry day, a soft 
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balmy breeze had sprung up to cool the air, 
and waft on its wings the fragrance of the 
brilliant wild flowers that enameled the verdant 
shores of the lake, their delicate blossoms 
reposing, as it were, on the emerald turf, and 
basking with outspread petals in the rays of 
the declining sun. 

As the orb descended gradually behind the 
hills, apparently sinking faster as it approached 
nearer to their summits, the blue sky above 
became suddenly lit up as with flames of fire, 
whilst the fleecy clouds, that before had but 
dimmed its pure surface, now served to heighten 
its beauty by contrasting the gold and purple 
tints that they assumed with its deep azure 
hue. 

Marguerite scarcely knew whether most to 
admire the sunset in reality, or its reflection 
in the glassy waters of the lake that rippled at 
her feet, and about whose edges skimmed 
bright dragon-flies with gauze-like wings, and 
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gay insects of every hue : the cream-coloured 
and scarlet Apollo of Parnassus, the bright 
blue Corydon, the clouded yellow, and red 
copper butterflies. She had of late been much 
confined within the gloomy walls of the castle, 
the heat of the weather having deprived her 
father of the little strength he still possessed, 
thus utterly disabling him from taldng exercise 
in the open air ; Nature, therefore, ever beau- 
tiful, now appeared to her doubly so, especially 
in the garb she wore on this lovely summer 
evening. 

Marguerite's spirits, too, were attuned, if 
not to gaiety, to a degree of cheerfulness that 
aided in rendering her fully alive to the beau- 
ties that surrounded her ; her father seemed 
stronger and better than he had been for some 
time past, and she was about to meet one 
whom, of living beings, she loved, next to him, 
more than all on earth. 

" Is it not beautiful, dearest father ? " she 



Digit 



zed by Google 



02 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

exclaimed, pointiDg to the western sky, and 
looking around as she spoke. 

" It is indeed, my daughter/' replied the old 
man, following the direction of her gaze; " my 
thoughts also have been directed heavenwards/' 

Marguerite turned quickly towards him ; the 
last words were uttered with a peculiar em- 
phasis that struck her, and she glanced wistfully 
in the face of her aged parent. 

" Let us hasten our steeds' pace, if you can 
bear the quickened movement, dear father," 
said she ; '* the air will be cool as we ascend 
the mountain, now that the sun has set, and you 
may not be exposed to the evening vapours." 

" Oh, I feel strong — quite strong to-day, 
and enjoy the ride, Marguerite," returned the 
Count, reassuringly ; ** but," added he with a 
smile, ''I see you are impatient to be with 
your Hildegonde!" and so saying, he slackened 
the reins, and gently encouraged his palfrey to 
increased speed. 
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Hildegonde had been in a state of restless 
excitement the whole day, impatiently looking 
for the appearance of the accustomed mes* 
senger, who should tell her at what hour her 
friends would arrive, and whether she might 
expect them that evening, or not until the 
morrow. 

The afternoon meal over, she had seated 
herself as usual by her grandmother's side 
with her distaff, but ever and anon the small 
finger and thumb that should have twisted the 
hempen fibres that she drew down from the 
mass that floated loosely from her spindle, 
were arrested in the act, that the left hand 
might be raised in a listening attitude to the 
ear nearest the lattice. The maid noted not 
that the thread $he spun was loose and uneven ; 
not so, however, the watchful housewife at her 
side, whose eyes had been for some minutes 
intently fixed upon her. 

" My child,** said the Dame, at length, in a 
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tone of hasty reproof, that brought a blush to 
the young girFs cheek, " thou art wasting the 
hemp and spoiling thy work : couldst thou but 
fix thy thoughts and attention on some occu- 
pation, the time would fly doubly fast; however, 
since it seems that cannot be," — and she re- 
laxed into a smile — " go to the gates, or, if 
thou wilt, to the upper lattice, and see if, 
maybe, thy young eyes can discover in the 
distance the object thine heart yearns for." 

Hildegonde affectionately, but respectfully, 
kissed her grandmother's hand, and thanking 
her for her indulgence, flew off to the turret 
chamber, to strain her eyes for some far-off 
glimpse of the longed-for messenger. 

An hour had already been spent thus, and 
still her watching had been in vain; when 
suddenly, to her surprise, a horseman appeared 
in full view, riding up the verdant slope towards 
the castle. Hildegonde had not perceived him 
before, for her gaze had been wandering in the 
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oppodte direction, and now she was full of 
wonder who the rider might be. She could 
not discern his features, but the easy grace of 
his carriage, and the skill with which he 
managed his richly caparisoned steed, were 
not lost upon her. After intently watching 
his approach for a few moments, she started 
up, as if suddenly recollecting herself, and 
quitted the lattice. 

** Grandmother, a horseman is approaching," 
cried she, as she entered the stone hall, where 
she had before been seated with the Dame. 
'' Not one of the De Miolans' domestics, but a 
stranger from the opposite direction." 

"I know it, child," returned the Dame, who, 
indeed, had perceived the horseman long be- 
fore Hildegonde; " 'tis probably some traveller 
desiring hospitality : thy grandfather is gone 
forth to the gates to bid him welcome; and 
thou," continued she, patting the young girl's 
blooming dimpled cheek, ^'mayst return to 
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thine observatory, till I send to summon thee 
liither." 

Hildegonde tmmed to depart, not without 
some secret reluctance, for she was curious to 
know who the stranger might be. However, 
her retreat was cut off; the Dame's discreet 
injunction had been given too late, for at that 
moment the Sieur appeared, leading with him 
a cavalier who had seen perhaps some thirty 
summers ; he was of about the middle height, 
slight in figure, with glossy brown hair, daik 
complexion, eyes beaming with vivacity, and a 
degree of animation in manner and expression 
that bespoke him at once of French extraction. 
After respectfully saluting Dame Bemoline, he 
turned to greet the young maiden at her side. 

'' I did not know,*' said he, somewhat abruptly, 
as if to himself, *' that he had a sister, and one 
so young, too." 

'* Of whom do you speak ?'' asked the Sieur 
in some surprise. 
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" Of Bernard, your son, and my old friend," 
replied the stranger, turning his bright eyes 
full upon him. 

" Of Bernard, our son — ^your old friend ! — 
Did you then know him? — Can you tell us 
anything of him ? — Do you bring us news ?" — 
gasped Dame Bernoline, turning pale, and 
trembUng so much that she was forced to lay 
her arm on Hildegonde's shoulder for support. 

Much embarrassed on perceiving the effect 
his words had produced — an effect, alas ! the 
sad signification of which he but too rightly 
interpreted — the stranger hastened to explain 
that he was Bernard's old associate of the 
university of Paris, Claude de Lorme ; that he 
had not seen his fellow-student since the latter 
was summoned home by his parents, nor heard 
of him since the day old Etienne had come 
thither on his sad mission in quest of him. 
'^ But," said he, turning from the painful sight 
of the disappointed mother, who had already 
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began to hope where no hope was, to the 
scarcely less dejected father, '^I thought, I 
trusted you would long since have discovered 
his retreat, and have persuaded him to return. 
I even hoped to find him happily settled down 
here with his bride, the fair Marguerite." 

The tramping of horses* hoofs was heard, 
and through the open casement a party of 
riders were discernible approaching the gates. 
'^ See ! there she comes, the fair Marguerite," 
sadly replied the Sieur, pointing to the group, 
which consisted in fact of Marguerite and her 
father, followed by two moimted serving-men ; 
" fair as she is, he loved her not, and she loved 
another ! Come, Hildegonde, I will summon 
thy grandmother's woman to attend upon her, 
and follow thou me ; we must not suffer our 
friends to arrive at our gates for the first time 
without welcome or greeting.'' 

That evening an irrepressible gloom per- 
vaded the circle assembled in the old hall of 
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the casUe. Marguerite's spirits had been 
damped when, instead of the joyous greeting 
she had expected, she had found none but 
grave sad faces to receive her; and Dame 
Bemoline endeavoured in vain to rally suffi- 
ciently to assume at least the appearance of 
cheerfulness. The rest mourned out of sym* 
pathy with her, if not on their own account. 
It was a relief to all when the deepening 
twilight gave notice that it was time to seek 
repose, and the Dame and Hildegonde arose 
to conduct the visitors to their respective 
chambers. 

The morrow dawned brightly on the festival; 
and when the Sieur and his wife descended 
hand in hand to the court-yard to receive the 
congratulations of their faithful domestics and 
retainers, and add, by their presence, to the 
zest of their sports, the expression of their 
coimtenance was calm, and a smUe played 
round their lips that reassured and lightened 
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the hearts of their guests ; though Hildegonde 
knew her grandmother too well to be deceived 
by the composed exterior into believing that 
the wound, so lately torn open, had so soon 
again healed over. 

A fatted bullock was roasted whole in the 
open air, and high feast was held in the castle 
hall that day ; after which the various games 
and pastimes were continued, in some of which 
De Lorme did not disdain to take his part, 
distinguishing himself above his humbler com- 
petitors for his manly dexterity and skill, and 
exerting himself, it must be confessed, to the 
utmost, to appear to advantage in the eyes of 
the ladies Marguerite and Hildegonde, whose 
various merits, distinct and opposite though 
they were, appeared to him so nicely balanced 
that he knew not to whether of the twain to 
award the palm — the one, scarcely beyond the 
verge of childhood, light, airy, and full of life 
and sweetness ; the other, of noble, dignified 
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bearing, and boasting a more mature beauty, 
rendered none the less striking from the 
strange contrast with her almost nunlike attire, 
the sad significance of which, as explained to 
him by the Sienr, inspired him with tender 
sympathy for the wearer. 

When the time came for Claude's departure 
— and he dared not tarry long, being bound for 
Bome on a mission of importance — ^Hildegonde 
was filled with innocent regrets, for she had 
perceived that, after the first day or two, his 
cheerfulness and vivacity had had a most 
salutary effect on the spirits of her grand- 
parents, whom she now dreaded to see relapse 
into their habitual sad gravity ; and they, on 
their part, were equally reluctant to bid fare- 
well to the young stranger, whom they had 
learnt to esteem no less for his own sake than 
for that of their beloved Bernard. 

*^ May I," said he, as he kissed the hands of 
Marguerite and his hostesses, and turned to 

k2 
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bid adieu to the Sieur, " may I dare to hopd 
for a welcome, if, on my return, I should once 
more take your chateau in my way — even 
though/' added he, in a lower voice, " as I fear 
is but too probable, after the failure of your 
inquiries hitherto, I should bring you no news 
of your lost one ?" 

The Sieur pressed his hand, and replied 
thickly and hurriedly, "You loved him; for 
his sake, then, you must be ever welcome !*' 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

THE MISSION FOUND. 

Yeabs have roUed by, and Bernard has 
quitted Aosta, the once proud city of Augustus, 
with its Boman edifices and stately buildings, 
its smiling gardens, and busy gay inhabitants.. 
He has quitted that lovely Yal, embosomed in 
its purple hills, shut in on all sides by a 
bulwark of dazzling glaciers and snow-clad 
peaks. He has left the green walnut groves, 
the gardens fragrant with the almond blossom, 
the cool terraces overshadowed by the trellised 
vine ; he has resigned his honourable office of 
Archdeacon of the Cathedral of Aosta, to 
which he had succeeded on the death of his 
patron, the venerable Pierre de la Val d'ls^re, 
and he has given up the mansion that was a 
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home befitting his rank and position, to take up 
his abode in a habitation raised, if not exactly 
by his own hands, yet by his own exertions, 
removed from all society, far from any human 
dwelling-place, amidst eternal ice and snow, at 
an altitude of more than eight thousand feet 
above the level of the sea ; and this, with the 
charitable purpose of affording shelter and 
giving relief to such of his unfortunate fellow- 
men as should at dangerous seasons be forced 
to brave the perils of that pass, where he had 
once so nearly perished himself; and above all, 
that he might have an opportunity of preach- 
ing to, and by the help of God converting, the 
heathen bands who still infested those wild 
bleak regions. The object of his life is at 
length attained ; what was at first but a latent 
vague desire, but which subsequently ripened 
into the end and aim of all he did and thought, 
is at length fulfilled; he is become — The 
Apostle of the Alps ! 



Digit 



zed by Google 



THE MISSION FOUND. 105 

At first sight it would be somewhat difficult 
to identify the benevolent-facedy sober-clad 
priest, already arrived at middle life, with the 
youthful Bernard whom we last saw with his 
sword girt to his side, after the fashion of the 
lay youth of his time ; and yet there is an 
expression upon that clear expansive brow, and 
in that full dark eye, which is unmistakable. 
The leathern jerkin and buskins have been 
exchanged for a long coat of black cloth, 
reaching nearly to the ankle, and buttoned 
close from top to bottom ; in place of the short 
cloak, a white slit band passes roimd his neck, 
the ends tucked before and behind into the 
girdle; and instead of the furred cap, he 
wears a black conical head-dress, which, with 
a rosary and cross, completes his costume. 

In short, Bernard has become a monk of the 
order of St. Augustine ; and the lay brother, 
who attends and assists him in his pious 
labours, is the pedlar Durand, whose life he 
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saved on that very mountain, where they have 
now taken up thek abode together. 

The old archdeacon, to whom, as we remem- 
ber, this same Dorand promised to introdace 
his preserver, received the youth thus pre- 
sented to him with a fatherly kindness and 
benevolence that encouraged him to open his 
heart, and tell his little history, and the cause 
of his flight. Tinctured though it was with 
enthusiasm and romance, the old man listened 
to the tale with interest, appreciated the 
youth's motives, and approved his action ; and 
assuring him that he would not forsake him, 
if upon trial he should prove as worthy of his 
patronage as from his looks and words he 
judged and hoped he would, he offered him for 
the present an asylum beneath his roof. 

As may be supposed, the grateful prot^g^ 
equalled, nay surpassed, his benefactor's expec- 
tations. After completing, under his direction, 
the necessary course of study, he became a 
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priest, and was associated with the good old 
man in all his labours until his death, an 
event which Bernard deeply mourned. The 
latter then became archdeacon in his patron's 
stead, and his career continued to be one of 
distinguished zeal, piety, and usefulness. 

He was particularly active in establishing 
schools, colleges, and charitable institutions; 
but this was not enough. He had become 
early cognizant of, and felt daily more pain- 
fcdly alive to^ the sufferings and loss of life to 
which travellers and wayfarers were exposed, 
as well from natural perils as from the ban- 
ditti that infested the passes at the foot of 
which Aosta lay; and the idea with which he 
had at first been inspired, when listening 
horror-struck to Durand*s tragical tales, as 
they groped their way in the early morning 
dawn, amidst snow and ice, down the perilous 
mountain side — ^the idea, namely, of the feasi- 
bility of founding a hoynce on that spot, as a 
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place of refuge .or such unfortunate wandererer 
as themselves, and erecting a Christian church 
on the site of the pagan temple, which should be 
made the means of attracting the heathen wor- 
shippers from their false duty to the true God, 
gradually took the form of a decided plan and 
aim, from the execution of which he prayer- 
fully resolved nothing should deter him. 

At length, he reaped the reward of an un- 
wavering faith and undaunted perseverance, 
unrivalled, perhaps, by any in similar circum- 
stances, if we except, in later times, Franke, 
the pious founder of the orphan asylum at 
Halle, and Madeleine, the young peasant girl 
of the mountains of Auvergne, to whose energy 
and prayers the inhabitants of her native place 
still gratefully ascribe the blessing of a hos- 
pital for their sick and infirm. Or, again, in our 
own day, and in our own country, Miiller, who, 
putting his trust in God that He would not 
suffer a work begun in His Name to come to 
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naught, without funds of any kind in hand 
laid the foundation for the now flourishing 
institution for orphan children at Bristol, in 
faith completed it, and in the same spirit now 
supports it. 

Bernard's influential position as Archdeacon 
of Aosta enabled him, perhaps, more easily 
than either of these to raise the necessary 
funds for the charitable institution, which after 
80 many centuries still bears his name ; but 
how many and unheard-of were the other dif- 
ficulties which he had to encounter and 
surmount ! — the difficulty of finding workmen 
willing and abk to labour in such an under- 
taking, the difficulty of obtaining materials for 
the erection, and of conveying them to the 
spot. Wood there was none at all within two 
leagues, and most of what was required came 
from a much greater distance ; the stonework 
had to be prepared in the milder regions 
below, and then with extreme labour brought 
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to the sammit. More than once, when the 
walls had already attained a certain height, 
was the structure levelled to the ground by 
storms, to be built up again with patient 
industry more strongly than before. Once, an 
avalanche overwhelmed the whole, burying the 
workmen beneath its irresistible mass. The 
bodies of all were recovered; and three of 
them, who had been sheltered by such of the 
stonework as had withstood the force of the 
snow, were dug out alive and survived the 
catastrophe ; but the remaining four perished, 
some by suffocation, some crushed beneath 
the pile which they had themselves helped 
to raise. 

This last accident was a severe and painful 
trial to the humane Bernard, and his faith for 
a moment wavered; he began to think that 
the Divine favour rested not with his under- 
taking, and considered with sad reluctance 
whether he should give it up. He besought 



Digit 



zed by Google 



THE MISSION FOUND. Ill 

the Lord — ^like Jacob, he wrestled with God 
in prayer— that he might obtain His blessing 
and assistance, and then, once more strong in 
faith, he again set to work. 

He changed the site, choosing a somewhat 
more sheltered spot, where at least, as he 
hoped, the building would not be endangered 
by avalanches. This time, nothing serious 
occurred to interfere with or impede the 
progress of the erection ; and at length it 
stood fair and firm on its strange site, the 
loftiest habitation of the world, surrounded by 
ice and snow, and by the side of a little lake 
in which, firom the intense coldness of its 
waters, fish were unable to live. 

Scarcely was this labour happily concluded, 
when the indefatigable Bernard commenced 
another equally arduous, and prompted by 
similar pious and benevolent motives ; the 
foimdation, namely, of a second hospice on 
the neighbouring pass, now known as the Little 
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St. Bernard, but then called the lesser Mons 
Jovis, or Mont Joux, from the old marble 
"column, or Colonne de Joux^ standing there. 

In the meantime, attracted perhaps by the 
identity of his own name with that of the 
mountain, or because it was the scene of his 
own perils, and the spot where he had first 
been inspired with the idea of founding a 
hospice, Bernard took up his residence with 
Durand on the Mont Bernard, and invested in 
the person of a young monk, whom he had 
himself educated, and who shared his own 
views, the superintendence of the second 
monastery, which, as well as that over which 
he himself presided, was dedicated to his 
tutelary saint, St. Nicolas de Myra. 

Travellers who have of late years visited 
and received the hospitality of the hospice of 
St. Bernard, must not picture it to themselves 
in its early days as the goodly well-conditioned 
structure it now is — a building capable of 
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affording sleeping accommodation to seventy 
or eighty guests, and of sheltering ahove three 
hundred — nor was this necessary. Those were 
not the days when travellers annually passed 
over the mountain by thousands. 

It was a dwelling of modest proportions, 
roughly but strongly built of heavy granite 
blocks, the mere weight of which was sufficient 
to bind them together, without the assistance 
of mortar or cement. The plan of the interior 
was somewhat similar to that of the present 
hospice ; a flight of rude stone steps led up to 
the entrance, which was purposely raised con- 
siderably above the ground ; and a dark 
vaulted corridor, at one end of which burnt a 
dim oil lamp, led to the little chapel, which 
tlie zealous Bernard had furnished with many 
a holy relic and choice adornment : amongst 
other things some rare and valuable painted 
glass, and a small organ from Constantinople, 
whence they had been already introduced into 
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Italy. All these, however, were destroyed or 
carried off by the barbarians in the century 
following the pious founder's death. 

Above, were the cells of Bernard and 
Durand, and some other monks of their order, 
who had joined them in their voluntary exUe 
from the world; also a comfortable apartment, 
provided with beds, for the reception of such 
wayfarers as they should find exhausted on 
the mountain, or who should gain their abode, 
and demand a night's shelter ; a small refec- 
tory occupied the remaining space of the upper 
storey, and various offices that of the lower. 

Neither was the morgm, that strange species 
of catacomb above ground, wanting ; " For," 
said Bernard, " we cannot in this frozen rocky 
soil bury those who perish, notwithstanding 
all our efforts ; and since at this height the 
bodies apparently dry up in time without 
decaying, there is indeed no necessity for it, 
and ^twill be as well, and charitable too, to 



Digit 



zed by Google 



THE MISSION FOUND. 115 

leave them where, perhaps, some seeking friend 
may find and recognise them; and thus at 
least have the satisfaction of learning with 
certainty the fate of their lost ones/* 

Every evening at dusk, at all seasons, and 
in all weathers, Bernard and Durand sallied 
forth from the hospice, accompanied by their 
dogs, Victoire and Jago^ both descendants 
and the latter the namesake of the faithful 
creature that had accompanied Bernard on 
his flight, and eventually died of old age at 
Aosta. 

With them they carried food and cordials 
to revive such exhausted wayfarers as they 
should find still capable of receiving them ; 
and woollen wrappers in which to envelop and 
bear with them those whom the cold should 
have rendered numb and torpid so as to 
deprive them of the use of their limbs. 

Innumerable were the lives thus preserved ; 
many were those saved, who would otherwise 
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have lain in their fatal slnmber till the last 
breath had passed from their bodies, leaving 
the mortal frame to wither and dry away imtil 
only the bleached bones remained to add to 
the scattered heaps that already strewed the 
mountain. 

Bat this was the least of Bernard's good 
deeds ; full of humane benevolence as he was, 
he cared indeed to save the bodies and alle- 
viate the temporal suflferings of his fellow 
men; but he cared much more to save their 
souls and spare them eternal woe. This was 
what he longed for, what he unceasingly aimed 
at and sought after ! 

"Ah!" he would exclaim, in his earnest 
soul-stirring tones, when some poor rescued 
one would attempt to express his gratitude for 
his preserver's benevolent treatment of him, 
" thank not me, who am nothing, can do 
nothing in my own strength — thank Him who 
put into my heart, and used me as His instru- 
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ment to assist you. Thank that God whom 
you are so prone to forget, on whom you will 
not bestow one thought, whilst He watches 
your every motion, and numbers even the 
very hairs of your head." 

Thus would he endeavour to make an im- 
pression for good on those with whom his 
mission of charity and love brought him in 
contact; while their hearts, softened by a 
sense of recent benefits bestowed, were open 
to receive it; and he had reason to believe 
that the word thus spoken in season, was not 
always without effect. 

" Brethren, if any of you do err from the 
truth and one convert him ; let him know that 
he which converteth the sinner from the error 
of his way, shall save a soul from death, and 
shall hide a multitude of sins." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE STAUB-LAWINE. 
'* The avalanche— the thunderbolt of snow." 

It is night : the eagle and vulture are at rest, 
the chamois and marmot asleep; the cold moon, 
ever and anon concealed behind the lowering 
clouds, sheds but a fitful light upon the snowy 
track, while she casts mysterious shadows on 
the crags and icy peaks around ; chilling 
blasts from the north-east drive the snow, that 
has begun to fall heavily, full in the face of a 
party of wayfarers, who, with stiffened limbs 
and frozen pores, are vainly attempting to 
make head against the storm, and continue 
their toilsome route. One of their number, 
having refused to go farther, has been left 
behind, seated in a lethargic stupor on the 
snow, with two attendants to watch by him. 
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and keep him and themselves, if possible, from 
falling asleep ; whilst the rest push forward to 
find some sheltered nook where they may ven- 
ture to tarry till morning dawns. 

The path is already obliterated; the snow 
falls thick and fast, while that which already 
strews the ground is dfifbed in gigantic heaps, 
which threaten at every step to overwhelm the 
wanderers, or it is caught up by the whirlwind 
and tossed into the air like powder, rendering 
it impossible to discern precipice or landmark, 
or aught beyond an arm's length in advance. 

The travellers come to a stand ; they look 
in helpless despair one upon another, and 
groans express what their parched lips and 
paralysed tongues refuse to utter. 

" Let me sleep," murmured one at length, 
sinking down as he spoke. 

The others turned their bloodshot eyes 
upon him, but made no attempt to rouse him; 
rather were they on the point of following his 
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example, and yielding likewise to the fatal slum- 
ber which they felt stealing rapidly over them, 
as, with the cessation of motion, the blood as it 
were congealed in their veins — ^when suddenly 
the bark of a dog was heard ; and turning to 
the side whence the sound came, they perceived 
at no great distance a light glimmering through 
the falling snow. 

"'Tis the hospice I We are then in the 
neighbourhood of shelter ! " exclaimed one 
and all, with reviving energy at the thought. 
"Help! help!" 

Their cry is answered by another bark; then 
all is silent, and a light is seen apparently 
moving towards them; they can as yet dis- 
tinguish nothing, but they are sensible that a 
living creature is approaching them through 
the snow; and in another minute they feel 
the warm breath of a dog, as it snufifs about 
them, licking their hands. Presently the 
animal stops short, and giving a quick muffled 
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bark, begins to pull and drag at something 
lying upon the ground. 

" JagOy what hast thou found, brave fellow ? 
Gently, gently — ^is it man, woman, or child?" 
said a low deep voice ; and by the light of the 
lanterns that they carried, the figures of two 
men became visible, their black robes con- 
trasting strangely with the ghastly white of 
the snow, on which the feeble rays of their oil 
lamps fell. 

"Help! for Christ's sake, help!" again cried 
the travellers, who feared to stir, not knowing 
whither another step might carry them. 

" Hush ! " cautiously replied the foremost of 
the approaching figures ; " 'tis death to speak 
above your voices here, and at such a time; 
the vibration of the air may instantaneously 
bring the avalanche upon us all." Raising his 
lantern high above his head as he spoke, so as 
to cast its dim light in a wider circuit around, 
he became aware that he was in the presence 
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of five strangers, all so Mghtfully disfigured 
from the effects of the intense cold — their faces 
purple and swollen, their eyes red as blood — 
that thej scarcely looked like men. Lifting 
the unconscious traveller in his powerful arms, 
he demanded, " Is all the party here ?" 

" Alas, no ! " was the answer ; " we were forced 
to leave one of our comrades, who obstinately 
refused to come any farther, some fifty yards 
below, with two attendants to watch by him.** 

'^ Enough,'' said Bernard, for he it was. 
'^ Go, Durand, take Jago with you, and seek 
the unfortunates out. — ^You, my friends, follow 
me. 

But a few paces brought them beneath the 
walls of the hospice, which a heavy mist and 
the thickly falling snow had before prevented 
their seeing. 

At the top of the high flight of steps leading 
to the door, Bernard stopped; and lightly 
touching with a small hammer, that lay at 
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hand, a bell, whose hollow tone reverberated 
through the vaulted corridor, a monk, dressed 
like himself in the Augustine habit, immedi- 
ately obeyed the summons. 

'^ Brother, I bring guests with me," said 
Bernard ; " follow us quickly to the strangers' 
dormitory, with warm dry garments, and assist 
me, if possible, to restore animation to the 
cold numb form I bear on my shoulders." 

The efforts of the brethren had just proved 
successful, to their great joy, and they were 
about consigning their patient to rest for the 
night, after having administered to him such 
stimulants as were judged advisable, when a 
second toll of the gate bell announced the 
arrival of the rest of the party. Durand had, 
he said, experienced great difficulty in bringing 
the three to the convent; indeed, it would 
have proved altogether impossible, but for the 
sagacious assistance of the dog, who, while he 
himself had hoisted the least able of the party 
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on his shoulders, and so carried him away, had 
by turns dragged and urged the other two 
forward. 

Whilst these were being tended by Durand 
and the superior, the other monk, a young 
brother of the Order, named Clemens, an 
attached follower of Bernard's, conducted the 
remaining four of the party — ^whose spirits 
had revived with the change from a snowy 
couch to a sound roof, and from stiflF cold 
garments to warm dry apparel — to the refectory, 
where they were still further cheered by the 
sight of a blazing wood fire, and a table served 
with bowls of steaming soup, salted meat, and 
Aostau wine, which, however, it was necessary 
to dispense sparingly. 

The storm raged wildly; the wind howled 
around the building, drifting the snow in masses 
against its walls ; and when for a moment there 
was a calm, the monotonous drip from the 
icicled roof was heard splashing sullenly on the 
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ground without; but as the travellers discussed 
their supper, and chatted pleasantly with their 
host by the light of the burning crackling fir- 
logs, they forgot their late sufferings and perils, 
and heeded not the storm. 

''Let us thank God that you are safely 
housed, my friends," observed the young monk; 
" and pray in our hearts that there be none 
exposed unsheltered to this fearful tempest. 
While it lasts in all its fury, neither we nor 
our dogs, sagacious and used to the work 
though they be, could succeed in rescuing 
such, however willingly we might risk our lives 
for the purpose. We should but perish our- 
selves, without being able to help them. When 
the storm abates somewhat, we shall again go 
forth ; until then we can do naught but pray." 

** How came your brethren to arrive so 
providentially for our rescue?" asked one of 
the strangers. 

" That is easily explained,'* returned the 
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monk. "A party of our people, who had 
been out with the superior in various direc- 
tions all the evening, had just returned to 
be replaced by a fresh detachment^ when the 
restlessness and strange uneasiness of the dogs 
attracted the notice of the good Father Supe- 
rior^ and he declared his intention of going 
out himself once more. Brother Durand 
accompanied him; and I resorted to the 
chapel to pray that their efforts to save any 
lost travellers, should there be such then upon 
our mountain, might be successful, and that 
they themselves might come to no hurt. The 
faithful dog, who went with them, directed 
them straight to you, and guided you all safely 
back to the hospice." 

''Do you, then, keep up an unintermitted 
search for lost travellers on the mountain?" 
asked another of the guests. 

" We do," replied the monk, ** at dangerous 
seasons; except when the blackness of the 
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night, or the fury of the storm, be such as 
would render our wanderings a wilful and 
useless sacrifice of our own lives." 

" I thought that the professed object of your 
lives was to sacrifice them for the good of 
others," interrupted the first stranger some- 
what brusquely. 

" For their good— yes," returned the young 
brother ; " but where the sacrifice must, as far 
as our human foresight goes, prove useless, we 
have no warrant for making it. At such times 
we watch and pray; we keep our dogs, who 
can scent the approach of a living creature at 
almost any distance, on the alert ; and if they 
bark, or give other signs of restlessness, we 
let them loose to go whither their instinct 
leads them, and where it is in any degree 
possible, follow them to the rescue. But they 
can bound lightly and with impunity over snow 
wastes, into whose yielding masses a man 
would sink and be lost ; more than once they 
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have succeeded alone in bringing a stiffened 
helpless body to the hospice." 
At this moment Bernard entered the refectory. 

" What news of our comrade and attendants, 
good Father Superior ? " asked one of those 
who had hitherto been the spokesman of the 
party. 

" Good tidings, friends," replied the former. 
** By the help of God we have succeeded in 
restoring all to consciousness; and a day's 
rest will, I trust, render them fit for travelling. 
Since, as I have learnt, you are merchants, 
and bear wares of value with you, you may be 
thankful that you have eluded the robber bands 
that infest this mountain pass, for had you 
fallen in with them, you would scarce have 
escaped from their hands with life and goods. 
But see, the morning dawns ; we are about to 
assemble for matins in the chapel, and then a 
party of the brethren will again sally forth in 
quest of wayfarers, while we who have kept 
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vigil shall seek repose, in which you, my 
friends, will doubtless be nothing loath to 
join us/* 

Towards the close of the following day, the 
storm, which had continued to rage at intervals, 
abated, and the heavens began to clear. The 
travellers were anxious to be again on their 
way, and impatiently awaited the morrow's 
dawn, when they purposed being early afoot. 
The monks shook their heads, but said nothing. 
When, however, the morning proved lowering, 
and distant moans and reverberations, as of 
thunder, were heard, denoting the fall of ava- 
lanches on the surrounding mountains, and 
still their guests were bent on departing, they 
made use of every argument and persuasion to 
turn them from their purpose, representing to 
them that there were unmistakeable signs in 
air and sky of an approaching tempest, and 
reminding them of their lately escaped peril ; 
but all in vain. The merchants declared that 
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their traffic would not brook delay, and that go 
they must. 

Having attended early mass in the little 
chapel, and commended themselves, as con- 
sistent Catholics, to the protection of St. 
Nicolas, the patron of the hospice, they left 
an ofTering on his shrine, and prepared to bid 
adieu to their kind and hospitable hosts. 

"Do you, then, desire no guide?'* asked 
Bernard, after once more in vain endeavouring 
to detain them. " Would you again attempt 
the pass with none better experienced than 
yourselves to direct you, when the path is 
covered some feet deep with snow ? " 

'^ Since you consider our undertaking so 
perilous, we would not have another risk his 
life by accompanying us,'* rejoined one of the 
merchants doggedly, and with some show of 
scorn. 

"Here, however, is one who, at his own 
request, is about so to do,*' said Bernard 
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decidedly, turning at the same time with a 
fond look to a pale young monk at his side, 
in whom several of the travellers recognised 
Brother Clemens, their host in the refectory 
on the night of their arrival. His expression 
of melancholy, the gentle subdued tones of 
his voice, and his youthful air, had interested 
them in spite of themselves ; and while they 
were loath that he should expose himself to 
any risk on their account, they felt pleased 
that he was to be for a short space their 
companion. 

A faint show of declining the offer, on the 
plea that one of their attendants professed 
himself well acquainted with the pass, was 
silenced by Bernard. "And now, my friends," 
continued he, " since depart you wiU, go while 
there is yet a chance of your keeping in ad- 
vance of the storm. Follow implicitly your 
guide's directions, make what haste you can ; 
and God be with you — and with you, my son! " 
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he affectionately added, as he laid his hand on 
the head of the youth, who bent to receive his 
blessing. 

Bernard stood for some time at the convent 
door, anxiously watching the departing guests, 
who, following the lead of Brother Clemens 
and the dog Victoire, whose tail was alone 
visible, made their way slowly and with difficulty 
through the snow. 

At length he turned away ; and was bending 
his steps towards the chapel, when suddenly a 
rushing noise, followed by a dull hollow sound, 
and accompanied by a shock that made the 
floor tremble beneath his feet, made him fly to 
a window at hand. 

The travellers and their guide were no 
longer visible ! in their place was a mountain 
of snow ! A so-called staub-lawine, or dust 
avalanche, composed of the fresh fallen snow, 
which the wind had heaped up on the side of 
one of the surrounding heights, had descended 
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in one vast mass from its slippery position, 
and overwhelmed them all ! 

The roar and the shock had alarmed the 
whole house; ceU doors flew open, and the 
monks flocked together from all sides around 
their Superior, awaiting his word of command. 
It was briefly given, and as speedily executed. 

Ten minutes later, a party of five men (three 
were lefl; within the hospice), armed with long 
poles and broad shovels, might have been seen 
issuing from the convent door, and then in 
single file, at some little distance apart, moving 
silently and cautiously along in the foot-tracks 
of those who had so lately preceded them in 
health and spirits^ and who now lay buried 
alive before their eyes. 

Silently and cautiously they moved, scarcely 
daring to breathe, and fearing at every step 
lest the vibration of their footfalls should 
dislodge another avalanche, and cause it to 
descend upon themselves. 
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"Here is some obstacle!" exclaimed Ber- 
nard joyfully, as, arrived at the fallen drift, he 
was the first to plunge in his pole and probe 
the sponge-like mass. To work went Durand, 
with the shoveL The snow heaved irregularly, 
something struggled to the surface, shook 
itself violently, then began to scratch with all 
fours upon the spot whence it had appeared. 
It was Victoire. 

"Ah! thy master is surely not far off; we 
will rescue him, my brave creature ! '' cried 
Bernard, shovelling away the snow with in- 
creased energy. Presently, to his great joy, a 
hand and arm appeared, which, from the pecu- 
liar sleeve, he recognised as that of Brother 
Clemens : and in another minute he held the 
youth, uninjured though dizzy and bewildered, 
clasped in his arms, to his warm, generous 
heart. 

Durand had succeeded in liberating one of 
the merchants, and one of the other monks had 
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dug out an attendant ; but some hours' labour 
was in vain expended before their efforts were 
again rewarded with success. 

When night set in, six of the party, in- 
cluding Clemens, had been extricated. Still 
the indefatigable Bernard, and his zealous 
follower Durand, would not rest, but by turns 
headed a detachment in search of the remain- 
ing three. 

In the course of the following day two of 
these were found, still breathing, since, from 
the light nature of the snow in which they had 
been entombed, air had reached them through 
the interstices; but totally unconscious, and 
apparently in a very precarious condition, 
which had not been the case with their com- 
rades who had been discovered more speedily, 
and at a less considerable depth. 

" Action is happiness.'* Under the blessing 
of God, it certainly is ; and there is no such 
panacea for settled inevitable griefs, nor even 
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for remorse, as well-directed industry. In 
devoting all our energies to saving or amelio- 
rating the lives of others, we mifailingly 
ameliorate, perhaps sometimes save, our own ; 
and onr existence, which we had ceased to 
value because we had been deprived of some 
loved companion or coveted success, becomes 
precious and important when a new and 
exciting path of activity opens to us. This is 
a secret that has often been discovered even in 
the cloister, and certainly has a larger range 
out of it. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE BANDITS. 

Two or three days passed before the rescued 
travellers were again ablq to continue their 
journey; during this time unceasing search 
had been made for their comrade, but in vain ; 
and at length, on the evening of the third day, 
the merchants declared that they could tarry 
no longer,, and that if their hosts thought 
the road safe they would depart on the 
morrow. 

The weather was calm and fair, and to all 
appearances promised to continue so, at least 
for the present; the path, to a considerable 
distance, had been tolerably well cleared, partly 
by the indefatigable exertions of the monks, 
partly by the high wind that had continued to 
blow for some time after the snow had ceased 
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to fall, and which had drifted it like a sloping 
embankment to one side. 

The monks therefore declared that if their 
guests felt themselves strong enough for their 
journey, they would ngw no longer urge them 
to delay it; since it were advisable to take 
advantage of the favourable change in the 
weather while it lasted. 

In the meantime several other guests had 
arrived at the hospice, demanding and re- 
ceiving hospitality ; and on the night in 
question a &esh party made their appear- 
ance. 

It was already past midnight ; the remainder 
of the household had retired to rest, and Ber- 
nard was keeping his prayerful watch alone ; 
when a loud and sudden peal of the convent 
bell roused him from his knees with something 
like a stait. 

" Lord, help me ! " he fervently ejaculated, 
as he took up his little lantern and prepared to 
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leave his cell. The prayer was a little one, 
but none the less likely to be effectual. 

It was no unusual thing for travellers to 
arrive at this hour ; but that bold peal of the 
bell reminded him involuntarily of the manner 
in which on one occasion a somewhat for- 
midable party of guests had announced their 
arrival — namely, a number of the pagan 
banditti, who had come probably with the 
intention of pillaging or rather ransacking (for 
they would have found but little to pillage) the 
hospice; who, however, owing to the Supe- 
riors discreet behaviour, had taken their 
departure without doing the monks further 
injury than that of emptying all the cordial 
flasks they could find. This was a loss of 
which the good Bernard made little account ; 
since the visit, disagreeable as it was, had 
afforded him an opportunity he had long 
sought, of declaring to the heathen band the 
existence of the One true God whom he served. 
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Not long afterwards he discovered to his 
unspeakable joy that the word thus spoken, as 
it were, at random, had found root in the 
heart of at least one of his hearers. The 
chief of the robber band came to him, like 
Nicodemus to the Lord, at dead of night, and, 
after owning that he had endeavoured in vain 
to banish from his mind what he had heard 
concerning Him who was called the One true 
God, he declared that he had resigned his post 
as robber-chief, and was about to quit his evil 
comrades for ever. 

Bernard wept tears of holy joy over the new 
convert, whom he would gladly have detained 
to impart to him further instruction, but that 
the latter declared that as long as he remained 
upon the mountain his life was not safe, so 
enraged were his comrades at his forsaking 
them. "And," added he, "still more en- 
raged are they with you, my Mend, as the 
cause of it* I would have you be on your 
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guard, for they vow they will take their 
revenge." 

Bernard thanked the man for his warning, 
nor was he heedless of it; but, whether the 
robbers were aware of this, or whether they 
did not think it worth while to spend their 
time in seeking to do injury where they would 
gain nothing for their pains, he saw no more 
of the bandits. 

Before the Superior could reach the door, 
another loud peal of the beU made the corridor 
echo with its sullen soimd ; and at the same 
moment a dark figure glided swiftly but noise- 
lessly down the broad staircase, and approach- 
ing Bernard, grasped him convulsively by the 
arm, whispering hurriedly, 

" In the Name of Him to whom you pray, 
and who taught you to exercise charity towards 
me, wretched sinner as I am, listen to what I 
have to say." 

The astonished Bernard turned his lantern 
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SO that the light fell on the features of his 
strange visitant, who proved to be one of the 
servants belonging to the party who had been 
rescued from the avalanche. 

" I am not what you think me," continued 
the man hastily, as if answering the glance, 
and still detaining Bernard in his iron grasp ; 
*' I am a bandit ; so are the guests who have 
arrived duiing the last three days, in separate 
detachments to avoid suspicion ; so are those 
who now wait without. There is a plot laid 
to murder you and rob the merchants; you 
cannot save yourself or them — ^I know of but 
one means of doing it — ^trust to me — ^but now 
hasten away, I beseech you. They ring again, 
I must open — go and pray, if you will, to the 
God whom you have taught me to believe 
All-powerful." 

Another instant, and the door was opened. 
Three ferocious -looking men rushed in, 
and were about to seize hold of him who 
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had admitted them, when the latter whis- 
pered, 

" Softly, comrades ! do you not know me ?" 

" Ha !" exclaimed they, recognising the voice ; 
" but where, then, is he ? lead us to him." 

'' Ay, ay ; but let us first summon the others 
to join us, and make sure of the merchants* 
rich stores, ere we do aught that may disturb 
the rest of the household." 

So saying, he gave the signal that had been 
agreed upon — a single stroke on the bell with 
the hammer, which was a sound so usual that 
it could excite no alarm — ^and the next minute 
muffled footsteps were heard along the cor- 
ridor, and seven men appeared, carrying dark 
lanterns. 

" Now," said he who had acted servant to 
the merchants, " are all prepared ? then 
follow me." 

The strange party proceeded silently along 
the corridor, following their leader till he 
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stopped before a wooden door latched with a 
strong bar of iron ; taking a lantern from one 
of the robbers, he said, " Bemain here quietly 
for an instant, while I reconnoitre within." 
And lifting the bar, he glided inside, and 
closed the door behind him. 

Presently the clink of chains on the stone 
floor was heard ; then a low hissing sound, fol- 
lowed by the fierce passionate barking of dogs — 
at the same moment the door burst open, and 
two enormous animals rushed out, flying at the 
throats first of one then another of the robbers. 

** Flee ! flee for your lives !" shouted their 
comrade. '^ The dogs have broken loose ! 
they are ferocious as tigers, and will strangle 
every one of you !" 

The robbers, thus taken unawares, did 
not even think of making use of their short 
swords, but fled shouting and yelling, and 
exclaiming that there were not dogs but evil 
demons at their heels. 
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The animals would in reality have torn the 
men to pieces had they been suffered ; but the 
noise and shouts brought Bernard, who had 
retired to his cell in some bewilderment, once 
more to the scene of action; and he, seeing 
what was going forward, and scarcely compre- 
hending it, instantly called the dogs off. 
These had, however, already done their work, 
and* chased the men to the hospice gates. 

The would-be servant closed and barred the 
door, and turning to Bernard, said in a tone of 
congratulation, " Everything is saved." 

The unwonted disturbance had roused the 
whole household, who had by this time 
descended to the corridor, and were asking 
each other in amazement what had taken 
place. 

When the excitement was in some degree 
quelled, Bernard, who was in reality himseK 
as much astonished as anyone, said quietly, 
"We will adjourn to the refectory, my brethren, 
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and there this good man" — ^pointing to the 
merchants' servant — " who by the help of God 
has preserved us, I apprehend, from some 
great danger, will give us, I trust, a fuU explan- 
ation of what has just occurred." 

There was not much to tell ; but the story 
was a strange one, and moreover, closely con- 
cerned some of the astounded listeners. 

The facts were these. When the merchants 
had arrived at the foot of the mountain, they 
had found it necessary to hire an extra servant 
to aid in conveying their goods over the diffi- 
cult pass. A strong powerful man, apparently 
well fitted for the service required of him, 
offered himself; and as he declared him- 
seK thoroughly acquainted with the difficulties 
of the road, was accepted without hesitation. 
Now this man was, as we have already learnt, 
one of the mountain banditti, whose evil pur- 
pose it was, under the disguise of a servant, to 
beti-ay the merchants into the hands of his 
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fellows, that they might rob and perhaps 
murder them. 

The terrible storm that arose during the 
night had interfered with the carrying out of 
this base design ; the robbers had assembled 
at the appointed rendezvous in vain, the 
betrayer missed his route, and before the 
storm abated or the morning dawned, when 
he had hoped to repair his error, he and the 
whole party were found by the monks and 
carried to the hospice. 

His comrades discovered this on the following 
day, and through one of their number, sent for 
the purpose disguised as a traveller, they agreed 
with him to" make the merchants their prey 
whenever they should quit the hospice. In 
this they were once more baffled by the falling 
of the avalanche. Again they sent to treat 
secretly with their comrade within the convent 
walls ; but this time, instead of abetting their 
design, he endeavoured with all his power to 
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put them o£f it. Finding this impossible, 
however, he feigned participation in the 
scheme, and proposed, as the surest way of 
securing the booty, that his comrades should 
gain admission to the hospice as travellers, 
and that, when a sufficient number of them 
should be assembled within the walls to be a 
match for the inmates in case of untimely dis* 
covery, he should betray Bernard into their 
hands, and aid them in carrying off the mer- 
chants' rich wares. 

This was agreed to. In the meantime he 
pondered night and day on some means of 
frustrating the whole plot, if possible with- 
out implicating the monks in any way that 
would draw down upon them the future ven- 
geance of his wild comrades. At length he 
bethought himself of the dogs, resolving to 
make them his instruments. 

" To what purpose you already know/' con- 
cluded the man, looking around at his audience. 
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each and all of whom were too much astonished 
to speak. 

''But/' said Bernard, at length breaking 
silence, " you have not informed us, my friend, 
what wrought the sudden change in your own 
intentions ; for, as you tell us, you hired your- 
self as servant to these good merchants with 
the express purpose of making their property 
a sure prey to yourseK and comrades ; and yet, 
when nothing appeared easier than to do so, 
you not only became unwilling for the enters- 
prise yourself, but would fain have dissuaded 
them from it, and at length actually thwarted 
them when in the very act of execution." 

With visible emotion the man replied, " I 
am a desperado ; you call me pagan and 
barbarian, and consider me little better than a 
savage — ^perhaps I am ; but look you — even 
the brute is sensible to kindness, and is capa- 
ble of experiencing and testifying gratitude ! 
Twice was my life in peril ; twice did the same 
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charitable hand rescue and tend me : could I 
become the betrayer of my preserver ?" 

There was a moment's silence. The bandit 
resumed : " There was another motive for my 
conduct ; you, I think, would call it a higher 
and more noble one. I am no longer a pagan; 
for three days I have felt in my heart that I 
am a Christian — at least, I believe in the God 
whom you serve." 

Bernard clasped his hands and raised his 
eyes in inward prayer, while a smile of radiant 
joy overspread his countenance. 

" When you delivered me from a nine hours* 
entombment beneath the avalanche," continued 
the man, " the first thing of which I became 
aware with returning consciousness was that 
you, good Father Superior, were praying 
beside my couch ; and as I opened my eyes, I 
heard you thank your God for having granted 
your prayer. You afterwards told me how you 
had almost despaired of my life; and you 
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Exhorted me earnestly to thank God for hav* 
ing graciously spared it. On former occasions 
when I had heard you praying and speaking 
of your God, I had listened indeed, but only 
for the purpose of scoffing hereafter with my 
companions ; but now all appeared to me in a 
new light, and as I recalled to mind all I had 
heard and seen, I believed ! 

" From that moment I abhorred the idea of 
injuring you or my employers; something 
within me seemed to say that it would be 
ungrateful and displeasing to that God, who, 
as you said, had spared my Ufe through your 
means, to harm those who are His creatures 
and followers." 

"God's Spirit is indeed at work in your 
heart, my son ! " exclaimed Bernard, clasping 
the convert to his bosom. — " Come, my friends, 
let us repair to the chapel, and there unite in 
returning thanks for the great blessing vouch- 
safed me; for have I not been permitted to 
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add another lamb to the fold of the great 
Shepherd ?" 

The remaining hours of that night were 
spent by Bernard in instructing the new con- 
vert in the elements of the Christian religion ; 
both then refreshed themselyes with an hour's 
sleep ; and shortly after morning dawn, the 
whole household assembled to hear the solemn 
profession and witness the baptism of their 
brother in the faith. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE T.Ainn OP ANNEfY. 

The rich and verdant slopes on which stands 
the Chateau de Menthon, overlooking the blue 
waters of the Lake of Anne9y — the first sight 
of whichy after a long absence in a foreign land, 
some twenty years ago, roused the saddened 
spirits of the young heir of the house, and 
made his heart, in spite of Idmself, bound anew 
with joy — ^are white with snow ; no vestige of 
green is to be seen on hill or plain ; the lake 
is leaden-coloured, the sky dark and lowering, 
and a heavy sleet falls thick and fast. 

Horsemen are discerned from the castle 
rapidly wending their way up the hill side, 
along the gently undulating path. The party 
consists of seven, three of whom ride in 
advance, on richly-caparisoned coursers of 
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high metUe, that continually prance and cur- 
vet as they proceed, whilst the remaining four 
follow at some distance, mounted on heavy 
steeds that appear to be laden with baggage. 

It is the holy season of Christmas, and the 
travellers feel satisfied that that circumstance 
alone will ensure them a hospitable reception 
at the mansion they are approaching. In this 
they are not deceived ; no sooner have they 
entered the open gates of the castle court than 
they find themselves surrounded by heartily 
welcoming hosts, who immediately assist 
them to dismount, and after commending 
their steeds and the baggage to the care of 
the attendants, conduct them to the old 
stone hall, lighted by means of flaring torches 
stuck into niches in the wall, and warmed by 
the cheerful blaze of a crackling wood pile on 
the hearth, which sheds a ruddy glow over the 
rudely finished walls and raftered ceiling. 

How genial do the light and warmth appear 
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to the numbed and weary travellers; how 
cheering the happy social circle into which 
they find themselves unexpectedly introduced I 
In the chimney comer is seated a benevolent- 
looking ancient dame, plying the distaff with 
nimble fingers while she garrulously relates 
some story of by-gone days to the two younger 
matrons sitting near her similarly employed. 
The latter are both strikingly beautiful, although 
the elder of the two bears on her fair brow the 
traces of a past but deep grief ; the other, on 
the contrary, still scarcely beyond the verge of 
youth, looks as though her heart had never 
known care. At the unpolished, roughly 
carved oak table, two children, a boy and a 
girl, are sitting side by side, perched on a high 
settle, with their arms about each other's necks, 
gazing delightedly at a beautifully illuminated 
missal lying open before them, which has been 
lent them by the dame with an express injunc- 
tion not to touch it, for it is very valuable. 
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The boy, Bernard, is some six or seyen years 
old ; the little Marguerite near four, and the 
very picture of what Hildegonde was at that 
age. She is, in fact, the latter's child, and her 
playmate is the son of Marguerite de Miolans. 
The noble boy kneeling on the hearth, caress- 
ing and feeding his favourite hound, is the 
little girl's brother. 

But who are these who now enter with the 
Sieur de Menthon and his newly arrived guests, 
assisting him to pay them the honours of the 
house? One has a dark and flashing eye, and 
bears himself stately and erect, as though he had 
been accustomed to the use of arms ; the other 
has a more careless graceful manner, and his 
thick wavy brown hair gives him a youthfiil 
look for his years, for he must be of middle 
age. He is Claude de Lorme, the husband 
of Hildegonde, and his companion is none 
other than the Chevalier Aleranne, the report 
of whose death proved to be false, and who. 
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after years of military service, during which he 
signally distinguished himself, returned laden 
with honours and glory to see if the mistress 
of his youth had been faithful to him, and 
whether his aspirations to her hand, once so 
scomfiilly rejected by the proud Count, her 
father, would now be looked on with more 
favour. The latter no longer offered any 
opposition ; Hildegonde was already betrothed 
to Claude, and the two friends became on the 
same day the affianced brides of their happy 
suitors. The Count lived to see the birth of a 
male heir to his title and estates, and shortly 
afterwards died peacefully at a good old age, 
lamented by his friends, and sincerely mourned 
by the daughter who had for so many years 
devoted her life to his happiness and comfort. 
The first greetings and welcomings over, 
Hildegonde, the youthful lady of the ch&teau, 
immediately hastened to attend upon the 
travellers, who, having removed their furred 
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caps and cloaks, which had' protected them 
from the wet and sleet, were soon seated at an 
amply famished board, at which Claude him- 
self presided; whilst Hildegonde, on hospitable 
thoughts intent, hovered around, ever watchful 
to supply deficiencies, and forestall the slightest 
wants of her guests. 

"If the question be not too inquisitive," 
observed the old Sieur, when he had esta- 
blished himself in the chimney comer, opposite 
his wife, " whence, may I ask, do you come, 
my friends, and whither are you bound at this 
inclement season of the year ?'* 

" "We are merchants," replied one of the 
travellers, "bound for the Low Countries; we 
have been trafficking in the East and in Italy. 
Our wares are choice and precious — gems, rare 
spices, and costly stuffs, the transport of which 
has caused us infinite trouble, owing to the 
lawless pagan bands that infest the country." 

" Ay," interrupted another, "and not trouble 
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alone; they had well-nigh cost us our lives 
on more than one occasion, when the treach- 
erous rogues had laid plans to murder us, in 
order the more quietly, as they thought, to take 
possession of the booty. However, the saints 
be praised !" and he crossed himself; "Provi- 
dence has ever been on our side, and by 
a timely discovery enabled us to baffle their 
plots/' 

" We were twice, though we did not know it 
at the time," added the third and youngest of 
the party, " well-nigh falling into the hands of 
the robber-gang on Mount Joux, or the Mont 
Bernard, as 'tis often called." 

" Ay, that is the name I love best," softly 
murmured the Dame. 

" Ah !" said the Sieur, "you have lately cross- 
ed the Mont Bernard ; you can tell us, therefore, 
whether it indeed be true, as we have heard, 
that a good monk has re-erected the hospice 
which is said once to have existed there." 
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"Whether one existed there formerly, I 
know not," replied the first merchant; " but I 
and my comrades here can vouch from our 
own happy experience that there is one there 
now. The pious monks who inhabit it devote 
their lives to rescuing unfortunate travellers 
from the perils of the pass. Twice they saved 
ourselves from perishing; once when we 
had lost our way in a storm ; the second time, 
when an avalanche overwhelmed our whole 
party." 

The women uttered an involuntary exclama- 
tion, and for a moment ceased their spinning. 

"Were aU saved ?" asked Marguerite- 

" All except one of our attendants ; who, 
poor fellow ! was dug for in vain, and whom 
we were forced at length to leave up there 
buried in his cold grave of snow." 

" But will you not tell us about the robbers ? " 
interrupted Richard, the boy on the hearth — 
the Sieur's god-son and namesake. 
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'' Ha I '' said one of the merchaats, as they 
rose from the table and joined the circle round 
the fire, *' that is a strange tale, my little lad ; 
but if you are a lover of such adventures, you 
shall willingly hear it." 

The traveller told his story well, and in such 
a manner as to present each incident vividly to 
the imagination of his audience, who listened 
with breathless interest as he proceeded. The 
boy Bernard and the little Marguerite quitted 
their missal, and seating themselves near 
Bichard on the hearth, looked up eagerly into 
the narrator's face with wide-open eyes and 
parted lips« When he came to the chasing 
away of the bandits by the dogs, the children 
all three laughed aloud, and clapped their 
hands, and Bichard hugged the hound ener- 
getically, asking the tmimal in childish fashion 
whether he too would have performed so good 
a service, if required. 

The elders of the party, though less demon- 
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strative in their expressions, felt scarcely less 
exultant than the children at the success of 
the stratagem ; their interest in this, however, 
was presently forgotten, as the merchant pro- 
ceeded to narrate the conversion of him who, 
having joined them with the treacherous design 
of rohbing and murdering them, had in the 
end, actuated by the spirit of Christianity 
which he had, as it were, insensibly imbibed 
whilst dwelling beneath the hospice roof, be- 
come their preserver from the very snare into 
which he was himself to have betrayed them. 

All were much moved at the account of the 
baptism of the proselyte, his earnest expres- 
sions of contrition for his past sinful doings, 
and the fervour with which he had vowed to 
lead a new life for the future. 

"This very man," continued the merchant, 
" is one of the attendants who accompanied 
us hither; he entreated to be permitted 
to remain with us, and supply the place 
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of the poor fellow who perished beneath the 
avalanche." 

" How delighted," said the Dame, with tears 
in her eyes, '' must the good monk have been, 
who by his prayers and pious words was un- 
wittingly the means of converting him ! You 
have not told us the holy father*s name ? " 
continued she, interrogatively. 

" I do not indeed know it," replied the mer- 
chant ; " we never heard him called aught but 
'Father* by the monks, and we ourselves 
addressed him as Good Father Superior, with- 
out ever thinking what might be his name." 

"Ah! I would I knew!" began the Dame; 
then checking herself, she murmured, as she 
slowly wiped the tears from her eyes, " Nay, 
nay, 'tis a mad silly thought." 

" Ah ! wife, wife ! " said the Sieur half re- 
proachfully, looking over to her as he spoke, 
" why will you ever be tormenting yourself and 
me with harbouring hopes that are never to be 
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realized? Better at once believe him dead, 
and then, like David, we may take comfort and 
Bay, ' we shall go to him, though he shall not 
return to us ' — She is thinking of a beloved 
son,*' continued the old man explanatorily, 
turning to the guests with a deep-drawn sigh, 
" who left us more than twenty years ago, and 
has never been heard of since." 

Marguerite and Hildegonde had quitted the 
hall with the children on the conclusion of the 
merchant's narrative, and the Chevalier Ale- 
ranne was at this instant called away, so the 
Sieiur profited by his absence to give the history 
of his son's youth, his betrothal to Marguerite, 
his early attachment to her, and the strange 
manner in which the young people subsequently 
became mutually opposed to being united. "It 
was, on Bernard's part, chiefly owing to his 
tutor," continued the Sieur with some bitter- 
ness, " who pursuaded the lad, contrary to our 
intentions, to fit himself to become a priest." 



Digit 



zed by Google 



THE LAKE OF ANNE^JY. 166 

" Nay, but you remember/' interposed Claude, 
"how the old man assured me on his death- 
bed that he had at the time no idea of pre- 
venting Bernard marrying according to your 
desires." 

" Well, well ! " somewhat impatiently inter- 
rupted the Sieur, " whether he had an idea of 
it or not, sa it was, and " 

" But that is nothing to the purpose now ; 
one should not bear malice against the dead, 
husband," gently interposed the Dame. " By- 
gones must be by-gones, we cannot recall 
them ; and oh ! if I could but for one moment 
see my son, and give and receive a blessing, 
ere my gray hairs go down in sorrow to the 
grave, how willingly would I forgive and cease 
to regret the past ! " 

"Do you not thiuk it probable," observed 
pne of the merchants, moved by the mother's 
deep anguish, ** that your son turned monk, 
and fled to some convent where he might freely 
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devote himself to works of piety, and be secure 
from pursuit or discovery ? " 

" That," said the Dame, " is what we have 
always considered most likely; unless indeed," 
she added, with tearful eyes, ** he perished on 
his flight, for he was young, and little inured 
to hardships." 

" Were it not possible," said the merchant, 
gazing reflectively at the dying embers on the 
hearth, " that the good father on Mont Joux 
might possess some clue to him, or at least 
And some means of tracing him ? I mind me 
he mentioned having formerly stood in exten- 
sive connection and correspondence with mo- 
nasteries in various parts. He is benevolent 
and compassionate," continued he, looking up 
at the Sieur, " and would assuredly assist you 
to the utmost of his power ; at the least he 
could advise you, and aid you with his prayers, 
which have so often proved efficacious." 

'^ Oh, do not foster hopes bred only to be 



Digit 



zed by Google 



THE LAKE OF ANNEgS'. 167 

disappointed ! " exclaimed the old man. ** Have 
we not ourselves prayed with tears and groans? 
have we not already sought and inquired for 
him in every direction ? " 

" I have heard," gravely replied the merchant, 
'' that there is a divine word that says, ' Ye 
ask and have not, because ye ask amiss;* 
perhaps " 

*' See ! she has swooned ! " suddenly . ex- 
claimed Claude, pointing to where Dame Ber- 
Qoline sat, and hastily rising to support her 
sinking form in his arms. 

"Ah!" groaned the old man, "'tis ever thus 
when his name is mentioned. I will summon 
Hildegonde; she best understands what restor- 
atives to apply." 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

THE MEETING. 

The winter, with its ice and snow and pierc- 
ing winds, is past, and the warm rays of the 
summer sun have thawed the black waters of 
the little lake on the Mont Joux, and dissolved 
the snow-drift which in the form of an avalanche 
overwhelmed the merchants some months ago, 
when they rashly persisted in quitting the 
shelter of the hospice, notwithstanding the 
warnings of their more experienced hosts. 
The body of their unfortunate comrade, 
then sought for in vain, has lately been dis* 
covered thickly coated round with transparent 
ice, and in this condition transported to the 
Morgue, there to await the recognition of friends 
or relatives, should any such chance again to 
visit the hospice. 
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The day is bright and sunny, and Bernard 
has strolled out to pursue his solitary medita- 
tions in the open air, and enjoy the comparative 
warmth so little known upon these hoary moun- 
tain peaks, where, even in the height of summer, 
each day is ushered in with frost, and, though 
the pass remains clear and may be traversed 
with tolerable ease and safety, scarcely a week 
passes without snow falling. 

The atmosphere is perfectly still, the silence 
profound. Suddenly, as from some prodigious 
distance, a strain of fairy-like music steals 
upon the muser's ear ; he fancies he can dis- 
tinguish the sweet melody of harp and viol, 
blended with wind instruments, and the faint 
roll of the drum. He pauses in amaze. Can 
the sound of wedding-march or village festival 
be borne to the ear at so incredible a distance? 

Now, the fact was, that at a considerable 
depth below him a trickling streamlet within 
the glacier fell tinkling from one ledge of ice to 
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another, a newly opened crevasse beneath his 
feet played the part of a wind instrument, and 
the elastic mass of ice struck by the descend- 
ing rill produced sonorous vibrations. But Ber- 
nard was not aware of the natural solution of 
the mystery ; a sense of the supernatural filled 
his mind with awe, and he pondered what might 
be the interpretation of that which he consi- 
dered as some miraculous token or symbol. 

Why do his thoughts revert to the home of 
his childhood, to the loved £riends and protec- 
tors of his youth ? Has he not tutored his 
heart to yearn after them no more ? Has he 
not taught himself to offer up all earthly pas- 
sions and affections a willing sacrifice to the 
Lord? Still, the recollection of them it is not 
in his power to banish from his mind; and 
this is the anniversary of his parents' wed- 
ding—a day that he has been accustomed, ever 
since his flight, annually to dedicate to special 
prayer on their behalf. 
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Filled with a presentiment of good, connected 
with a vague idea that the sweet music he had 
heard might be a miraculous assurance that 
his prayers had found favour and acceptance at 
the throne of grace, Bernard returned at length, 
calm and serenely happy> to the hospice, 
there to pursue the self-imposed duties of his 
vocation. 

That same afternoon, just after the hour of 
vespers, when the monks were slowly issuing 
from the chapel, where they had in common 
been performing their devotions, Bernard, who 
was in the little sacristy, about to divest him- 
self of the stole and cope and other priestly 
garments in which he had been officiating, was 
somewhat surprised by the sudden entrance of 
Brother Clemens, who had been keeping 
watch in the house while the others 
prayed. 

" Pardon my intrusion, Father — '' began the 
young monk. 



Digit 



zed by Google 



172 THE APOSTLE OF THE ALPS. 

" Has aught happened, my son ?'* gently in- 
terrupted Bernard. 

" Guests have arrived, Father, while I was 
keeping the watch — ^two aged strangers who 
have performed the journey from the Savoy 
side of the Alps accompanied hy one attendant 
only — ^they have come hither, they say, with 
the express purpose of seeing you, the Father 
Superior, and " 

" Go, my son," hastily interrupted Bernard, 
" I will follow you to the refectory speedily — 
or stay," added he, as the monk was about to 
leave the sacristy ; " conduct them to the 
strangers' apartment, and there leave them — 
maybe they will choose to speak with me alone/' 

As the door closed upon the brother, Bernard 
clasped his hands convulsively over his breast, 
the veins of his forehead swelled and throbbed, 
and his whole countenance gave evidence of 
strong emotion. 

However, this lasted but for a moment; 
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his heart was too well tutored, too surely and 
steadily fixed where true joys are to be found, 
to be long oyercome by any earthly passion, 
whether of pleasure or pain. He fell upon his 
knees, he raised his hands and eyes to Heaven 
in inward prayer, then rose, once more calm 
and strong, and prepared to quit the sacristy. 

But how came it to pass that the mere an- 
nouncement of an eventof so common occurrence 
as the arrival of a couple of wayfarers should 
have caused this strange perturbation of spirit 
in one wont to remain tranquil and collected 
in circumstances even of the most exciting 
character? As we have seen, Bernard was 
superstitious, like everyone else of his time ; 
and when Brother Clemens mentioned that the 
visitors were from the Savoy side of the Alps — 
Savoy, the district in which lay his native 
home — ^his thoughts had immediately recurred 
to the mysterious music he had heard in the 
morning, he remembered his presentiment, and 
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at once made up his mind that the aged strangers 
were none other than his own parents ! 

Mosty nay all presentiments, and the so* 
called fulfilment of them, could we but trace 
them to their source, and watch the eventy 
might be as easily and naturally explained as 
Bernard's. They arise from ignorance, or are 
the effects of an overwrought mind, and their 
imaginary verification results, as in this case, 
from a natural or providental coincidence, 
strange only at first sight, or to those who 
do not take the trouble of sufficiently exam- 
ining into the circumstances. 

With firm and measured step, Bernard as- 
cended the stone staircase and turned towards 
the strangers' apartment; he stood at the 
door, he was prepared to meet his parents, yet 
stay! was he also prepared for the sudden blow 
of finding, perchance, his expectations vain ? 
As the thou^t flashed across his mind, he 
hesitated for an instant with his hand upon the 
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upraised latch— but, speedily recovering him- 
self, he reproached himself for the doubt, for 
was not he prepared for whatever might come — 
strong in the strength of Him whose support 
he had sought in this trying hour ? 

He opened and entered — ^he beheld before 
him the well-known figures of his parents — he 
was gazing on the loved features of those to 
whom he owed existence ! But he is to them 
as a stranger whom they know not — ^he sees it, 
and checking the impulse to reveal himself, 
calmly returns their formal greeting, and in- 
quires concerning the object of their visit. 

"Our purpose," replied one of the aged 
wanderers, " in seeking an interview with you, 
good Father Superior, is to crave the benefit 
of your sympathy and advice in a great and 
sore trouble, for we have heard much both of 
your piety and benevolence." 

" Are we not exhorted to bear one another*ii 
burthens V* gently interposed Bernard. 
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The venerable pair gazed earnestly at him, 
then continued — 

"We should have sought you more speedily; 
but, since we heard of you through some good 
merchants who took shelter at our ch&teau, 
insuperable obstacles — amongst others the 
impracticability of performing the journey at 
our time of life in the winter season — ^have 
prevented our doing so." 

" It would indeed have been rash to have 
attempted it/' replied the monk ; " you will 
have, doubtless, found the ascent, even now, 
toilsome and difficult enough; yet those who 
know what it is at other times would call it 
comparatively easy — ^the pass is now clear; 
the torrents, that you saw and heard streaming 
down on all sides, being daily fed by the 
melting of the snow-drifts, that otherwise 
block the path ; and the mountain air which, 
at a colder season, you would scarcely have 
borne- to inhale, is but fresh enough to be 
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invigorating — but tell me, my good friends, 
how and in what manner I may assist or 
console you; there is, indeed One far more 
powerful to aid than I, yet it may please 
Him to make me His instrument to your 
comfort." 

The bereaved parents, thus encouraged, re- 
lated in full the sad story of their grief; 
adding that their last lingering hopes were now 
based alone upon him who listened. 

Bernard heard them with an emotion that 
he was ill able to conceal. 

" My good friends," he replied, " as it was 
God, doubtless, who inspired your son with 
his extraordinary resolution, so He will surely 
bring him to you again at a moment when you 
least expect it." 

" You know something of him ! " gasped 
the mother, and her heart well-nigh ceased to 
beat, as she waited for the reply. 

"If I do," said Bernard calmly, "let our first 
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thought be of gratitude to God, who has led you 
hither to me." 

" Oh, tell me, tell me," she exclaimed, " is 
he alive and well? where is he ? Is he — ^is he 
one of the monks of this convent ?" 

" Should you, think you," asked Bernard, 
gazing with emotion at that mother whom he 
found after so many long years still so fondly 
yearning for him, " should you recognize your 
son, were you to behold him ?" 

He looked earnestly at her; she returned his 
gaze wistfully ; suddenly the truth seemed to 
flash upon fier. 

** Yes," said Bernard, comprehending her 
change of countenance before she had time to 
speak, " I am he ! I am your son, the Bernard 
whom you seek." 

Aery of joy escaped the mother's lips, the long- 
lost son was locked in the fond embrace of both 
his parents, while the tears of all flowed silently, 
telling of speechless gratitude and happiness. 
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Bernard was the first to speak : ** Pardon 
me, my parents," he said, " for the years of 
sorrow and mourning I have occasioned you I 
If I did wrong in disobeying you, my Father 
in Heaven knows I did it not in wilfubiess, 
desiring only to fulfil what seemed to me to be 
His revealed will." 

" Speak not of pardon, my son," returned 
his still weeping parents ; " we have long ago 
pardoned you in our hearts; and if, as you 
say, you erred in acting contrary to our known 
wish, on us be the sin, since we would blindly 
have forced you to quit the path in which 
Providence evidently designed to lead you." 

A sweet season of mutual intercourse ensued 
between the parents and their newly -found son. 
Bernard related the story of his eventful life 
since his flight from the Ch&teau de Miolans ; 
and learnt in return, with thankfrdness, that the 
unwilling bride whom he had then forsaken was 
now happy and prosperous ; and that Hildegonde 
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was united to the friend of his youth, who had 
long been as a son to his bereaved parents. 

The latter, forgetful of all past sorrow, and 
entirely happy in the present fulfilment of their 
long vainly preferred prayer, tarried a few 
blissful days at the hospice, seeing and hearing 
much that convinced them how eminently 
useful was the course their son had chosen ; 
and when at length the time came that they 
must bid him a final farewell, they departed, 
blessing God, like Simeon of old, that they 
had seen the object of their desires ! 

" Happy parents ! '* we may say with the 
chronicler, " doubtless in the bowers of im- 
mortality you now possess that son whom you 
so long mourned in this land of exile, restored 
to you in an eternity of happiness, where sepa- 
rations and afilictions are no more ! *' 

THE END. 

BRADBT7BT AND EVANB, PRINTERS, WHITEFRIARS. 



Digit 



zed by Google 



Digit 



zed by Google 



Digit 



zed by Google 




rtized by Google 



Digit 



zed by Google 



